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It's about the sound. 

It's the reason why some of my colleagues are 
shocked when I profess my love for Amy Winehouse. 
"But how can you stand that production?" they ask, 
aghast. I have no idea: often, production means 
everything to me. (No, not even production, but the 
mastering process -the point in the equation where 
EQ-ing occurs and compression and levelling and 
those other tweaks that laymen like me struggle 
to comprehend: all we know is when we hear 
something wrong - otherwise every garage rock 
seven reissued from the Sixties would sound great 
on CD.) I like frailty, human error, being able to hear 
the sighs and resonance of the wooden floor. It kind 
of bothers me if everything -as Kim Deal puts it this 
issue -is "peppy, peppy, peppy" in my ear, all hyped 
up and shouting loud for no particular reason. All I 
can answer is that Ms Winehouse' voice transcends 
production. It joyously revels in its own ability, it 
aches and hurts like I understand aching and 
hurting. . .it can lift me from the deepest of gloom. 

I guess that also, just occasionally, I like to feel 
part of the Zeitgeist, the popular herd (it happens 
so rarely!) and you know I ain't going to favour any 
of those swaggering, 'sensitive', male indie guitar 
bands. Why would I? These were the sort of people 
who sneered at me for being poor at school, all the 
way through to sixth form when punk happened 
and all of a sudden were way more bereft, way 
more 'street' than me. Fuckers. Get to hell. 

It's the sound. I was initially suspicious of the 
fact there was a new Breeders album extant: I mean, 
jeez, isn't our corner of the world already clogged 
up with reunion-this and reunion-that and folk 
my age trying to recapture their teens? I shouldn't 
have worried: Mountain Battles is so effortlessly, 
beautifully The Breeders. It's familiar, it's comforting, 
it's a run through familiar places and faces and 
sounds, sure: but it also sounds so fresh, fresh like 
the first notes Kim ever played with her sister Kelley 
in the Eighties, pre-Pixies, fresh like water splashing 
over eyes at 6am, fresh and invigorating and 
affirming and. . . it's in the sound, mostly. 

The Deal Sisters sure can write a great song 
and a dazzling harmony, and totally understand 
the value of restraint- but over and above all that, 
Kim Deal values every last timbre, every last hum, 
every last echo of a guitar string. She has to control 
the sound, just has to. 

And for that, above everything, I love The 
Breeders - and am so happy to see Kim on a cover 
story written by me, 1 3 years since my last. 
Everett True 



When Everett and I were first asked to run a fanzine 
workshop in the new Rough Trade shop, we were 
a little unsure. First off, Plan B isn't a zine. Secondly, 
and more importantly, we wondered about the 
whole notion of showing people how to create 
something that we associated with solitary passions 
- something you do for yourself, by yourself (or with 
a small group of equally bloody-minded others). 
Finally, we were concerned about the relevance of 
such a thing in a post-blogging media landscape - 
did people still do zines, let alone want to know 
about how to do them? 

Of course, zine fans know that of course people 
still do zines, and the ever-expanding Publish And 
Be Damned fair that takes place in London every 
summer proves that, far from being in decline, self- 
publishing is in a really interesting place right now. 
It's as if the accessibility of information perse via 
the internet has galvanised artists and writers and 
publishers into thinking what it is they can offer in 
physical terms, exploring the advantages of 'real' 
media, exploiting most obviously its tactility and 
its visual possibilities. As for writing, that's less 
easy to quantify. But possibly - I've been thinking 
-the paper zine (or pamphlet, or artist's book, or 
whatever you call it) is more than ever a space 
for writers to explore their ideas, away from the 
comment function and the instant chorus of debate 
that follows a blog post or a webzine article, while 
still making their work public. Comment, debate 
and context are all good things, but sometimes 
a writer's work needs to stand alone for a bit, with 
some time and space between its production and 
the response to it. Laura Oldfield Ford's Savage 
Messiah zine, with its Xeroxed, anarchic semi-fiction 
and beautiful sketches of East London, would lose 
some of its psychogeographical power transported 
to a web page, concerned as it is with issues of 
location and physical/psychic space. 

The people who showed up to our workshop 
were all strikingly different from one another, citing 
all kinds of reasons for wanting to be there and to 
make a zine. What struck me was how many of 
them had the ideas ready to go, but needed the 
motivation of a shared aim, so it was great to have 
provided that just by the workshop existing in the 
first place. We're meeting again the week this issue 
of Plan B comes out, and by then we all - me 
included -will have finished our zines and be ready 
to printthem up. My problem with zine-making 
was always finishing them, so now's my chance to 
do so, in good time for Publish And Be Damned. . . 
Frances Morgan 
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the affectionate punch 



rds: Frances Morgan 
)qraphv: Cat Stevens 



and unlikely cover versions, it's an oddly tense 
listen; tense as in tensile, perhaps; or tense 
because it seems at times just a few notes away 
from not being there at all -sonically there's 
so little ego to hide behind, much less than 
we would expect from a solo singer. And that's 
disconcerting, as is the way each song is pared 
down and polished, pinned back and dug deep, 
like quietly expert dissections. The result is that 
there's so little you can pin on Baird's music - 
while it's lace-like and intricate, it doesn't deal 
in myths or fantasy, or noise, or chaos; it doesn't 
really dissemble -that it leaves you sometimes 
confronting yourself about things you'd maybe 
rather avoid. It might be that I'm writing tonight 
to put some distance between me and the 
music, me and those things. 

Either way, tonight is friendly, and Baird 
is relaxed, shyly chatty and confident at the 
end of a tour, relaxing into each song and 
extemporising a little. She's a robust physical 
presence, dressed for wood-chopping and 
road-trips and singing folk songs to cross- 
legged couples, and we should feel comforted, 
but Baird won't comfort, not quite. Interpreting 
old ballads in a smooth, liquid voice, she 



Knuckles and fingers and thumbs 
going like soft clockwork 



Meg Baird 

Luminaire, London 

I stopped taking my notebook out at gigs 
a while back, because I realised my notes were 
mostly useless. Written in the dark, the words 
crawl in an upward direction across the page 
and trail into unreadable blots in the margins. 
What I can make out afterwards is usually 
banal, first impression stuff; I'll scan through 
it for song titles and nothing more. 

Yet tonight I'm curled on the floor at 
the Luminaire, among a similarly seated 
audience a little too self-consciously close 
together, like a we're at a bible camp or 
something, and I'm trying to write, because 
there is something about Meg Baird's voice 
and guitar that makes you want to catch it 
all, not spill a drop or miss a note. 

I would do better to sit still and listen, 
as I do often to Baird's recent album, Dear 
Companion. While its songs are warm and 
familiar, a mixture of traditionals, originals 



connects with her subject matter in a 
surprisingly direct way, affecting neither 
a 'folk' accent nor archaic phrasing, but instead 
letting the often devastating stories flow like 
a quiet conversation. Crucially, she makes 
little interpretive distinction between 
a song from the Sixties or one from 200 years 
ago, eschewing chronology for emotional 
consistency, finishing with what I think she 
wryly introduces as a "folk song", but later 
I think maybe she said "Felt", because it's 
a cover of 'A Wave Crashed On Rocks'. "You 
ruined it all, " she remarks. "You sacrificed 
me for the cause of the storm. " 

Last night I was watching Prurient 
spitting abject fragments into three bundled 
together microphones over layers of drone 
and distortion that spoke of fearfulness and 
dislocation as much as his voice did; tonight 
I watch Meg Baird's hands on the guitar picking 
out the resigned, simple lines of Roberta Flack's 
'Do What You Gotta Do', knuckles and fingers 
and thumbs going like soft clockwork. As 
Prurient's noise told as much as his almost- 
submerged lyrics could, so Baird's careful, lithe 
fingerpicking, her breathy, almost joyful high 
note on the chorus, conveys the song's sweet, 
practiced, accustomed resignation, its subject's 
masochistic pleasure in being proved right even 
as she's left again, as much as its classic 'go your 
own way' lyrics. 

In both cases, I see musicians impressively 
in control of themselves and their skills, with 
no gaps showing, no loose threads to pick 
at, sorrow made seamless. And me, watching 
them, wondering at the emotional punch 
such restraint can result in. At Prurient's show 
I closed my eyes, got in the noise and the 
darkened crowd and emerged feeling brave 
and painless. Tonight I'm on my own and 
I'm writing it out. 

After a while, though, I slow and stop. 
I don't need to scratch a pen across a page 
in the dark to capture or to hide me from a 
woman singing and playing guitar with soft, 
unassuming and beautiful precision. "It's my 
own fault, " Baird sings, "what happens to 
my heart." 
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Is mixing like cooking? 

"Chopping up songs is definitely about experimenting." 

Is it possible to clash songs like clothes? 

"Clashing ideas in songs can be good, like sweet and sour." 

This is Dennis 'Dow Jones' Shaw, 'King of the Cut', of dynamic dancehall 
production team, South Rakkas Crew. You've probably heard them 
somewhere before - the corner of a dancef loor, the rumble of a bass-system, 
the scuffling of shiny torsos - Orlando, Toronto, Kingston, wherever you're 
at. Or you'll have caught certain slices of his mixes: the radio-waves 
rearranged, spot their samples just before they disappear, blended into 
a contrarily flavoured note, an electro bomb counting down through a fog 
of jungle dirge, twisted dancehall pressure, hip-hopping momentum. 

Dow Jones' style is, he reckons, "A montage-collage-motif-mosaic served 
up hot." And he was a cool kid. "Kinda fresh, fly, and dope. At least I thought 
I was. I used to call myself 'The Wildest'." 

Between him and Alex G, who's equally well-versed in electro, South 
Rakkas splice and dice artists and genres chop big-voiced reggae, blitz the 
Top 40 kids, stir freestyle vocal pours, whisk new wave dance recalls. They 
season merengue and hip-hop over notes of Jamaican history; a musical 
Michelin chef duo, flying insults and asbestos fingers. 

OK, enough of the kitchen metaphors. But SRC are an amalgam. 

BionicRas, their first independent release, was dancehall, soca and techno all 
at once; it was riddim-riddim-BOOM. The people called it Electro Dancehall, 
and here they go, Britney and Alicia knocking at their door, where original 
dancehall faithfuls (Beenie Man, Capleton, Elephant Man, Bounty Killer) 



'A montage-col I age-mot if - 
mosaic served up hot' 



were already in residence. Or, urn, such is the legend. 

Are you living as glamorously surreal a life as we would imagine of 
a futuristic electro dancehall producer? 

"Glamorous life..." and I imagine him reclining, with a puff of a cigar, 
into the afterglow of vivid memories. "There was a time when it seemed 
like we were living it. This was when Orlando, Florida was the centre for 
pop music, I was managing Alex G, who was working with names like 
*NSYNC and Britney Spears. . .(start dramatic music here) Then Pop. . . 
popped, our urban roots became our focus - and through the carnage 
rose South Rakkas Crew, heheh." 

Sure, they have street cred. New EP Mix Up evolved when Diplo 
approached the team for a single, which then expanded to take on new 
talent Sandy Smith and established artists Ninja Kid, Mr Vegas and TOK, 
among others. 

"It's an exciting process. I knew with this EP we could do things and go 
places the dancehall community might not understand. There are barriers for 
some audiences - the music may be a little aggressive for some, but that's 
when you find elements from the dancehall and fuse them with other things. 
From song to song you're taken different places. " 

For someone who is largely a lil' white indie kid, South Rakkas might 
seem askew to the image. As someone who likes wholefoods and soft sheets 
- harmony, in musical and practical terms - dancehall might rebound as 
unapproachable, hard as. Harmonious they are not. Ethical, I doubt. But 
hopscotch rhythm, and trampoline structures, they have. They do recycle. 

" I actually do find it a bit surprising that an indie obsessive would like our 
music. Right now it's about hard work. There is no ego here. We just want to 
make good music, feel good about music, and reach as far as possible. " 

See, SRC are very much inclusive. They're very much everything. They 
can't not side-step cliche in their constant flipping, their refusal to rest in one 
genre's comfort for long. And it's this patchwork get-together ethos - fusion 
and diversity -that'll secure your connection. 

To come. . .more air travel, expensive software, world-touring 
multiculturalism, venue-hopping, backstage hedonism, and the liberty 
to namecheck youself at the beginning of everrry track. 

www.southrakkascrew.com 
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She's only been self-releasing a matter of months, 
but mostly spoken-songwriter George Pringle and 
her band, Truman, Blanche and Stanley, have already 
drawn disproportionate bursts of message board chaff. 
She's the only one in the crew not made by Apple, 
and - considering her alternately artless/ful open 
diary performances are locked approximately to 
GarageBand bedroom loops - even that's debatable. 

" It's a very visual software. Like, you have a picture 
of a synth or a drum kit next to the loop you've created 
- which is probably why I took to it so quickly. Also, 
when you play back the track it moves a bit like a Super 
Mario level - always running away from you and 
a touch out of control. Like all those fucking thoughts 
that won't stop. The loop keeps going and you have 
to do something on top. It's a format I am comfortable 
with. Playing the guitar made me feel like I was a man 
struggling to satisfy a woman in bed." 

You've spoken of having a fascination with 
technology from a young age - something 
that has traditionally been perceived as 
a male preoccupation... 

"Software and gaming and creating things is 
my way of escaping the tedium of femininity -and 
equally, celebrating it as something I will never totally 
understand but still enjoy (femininity, not software). 
Moreover, maybe these interests and qualities are just 
symptomatic of being a geek." 

Is it important that yr work is constructed 
from populist/high street materials? 

" I see my music as accessible. Songs made on 
home software, pictures of found objects, films made 
from text messages, etc. As to whether I will evolve to 
Logic or limit myself a la Brian Eno. . . I like the idea that 
anyone could do it but not everyone is." 

A lot of it almost seems like work-in- 
progress rather than definitive version. . . 

" I like stuff when it's not finished. It has a beauty 
to it- impulsive and not laboured over. Song structure 
bores me somewhat. I always try to make tracks sound 
final. Like the end of a film. What you put in your ears 
when you leave the club." 

There's that T-Shirt that people of the more 
Warcraftian bent wear to shows: 'I'm Blogging 
This'. Are you mentally clad in much the same 
manner, mostly? 

"I am a spy. This is journalism. Big cover feature. 
My life. Byrne." 

georgepringle.blogspot.com 



health 

Words: John Doran 
Illustration: David Bailey 



When I pull bass-player John Farniglietti out of 
the upturned limousine he obviously hasn't got 
long left. The impact has shorn off his lips and 
nose. He looks like a skull dipped in blood. His 
teeth are chattering and blood froths at the two 
triangular holes in the middle of his face. He 
hasn't got any ears left so how do his sunglasses 
stay on? 



'We go through a lot 
of experimentation to 
find out what makes 
you get down' 



"You look like the picture of health," I tell him. 
"Ha ha ha," he says, sarcastically. 

If you were singularly unimpressed with Liars' new 
poppier, rockier direction, don't panic, because 
HEALTH are on hand to plug that void in your life. 
They are a rock group operating in a time where 
rock is dead, they say, creating feedback but 
controlling and issuing it on command via an 
impressive array of FX pedals and gizmos. The harsh 
early industrial tones of Cabaret Voltaire, This Heat 
and Throbbing Gristle are anchored firmly in place 
by gothic Joy Division drumming that achieves 
acuteness through the use of antique ribbon mics. 
John assures me, however, that the LA art space 
where they recorded it, The Smell, is "everything" to 
their sound. "You'd never figure it but LA is actually 



very supportive of this kind of music, especially the 
scene around The Smell," he says. "When you go in 
there it is huge - really tall ceilings with brick walls 
and wooden floors. It looks like a giant tabernacle." 

The space is also where the four-piece, 
determined to make an impact, started putting 
on all ages free shows which acted as a beacon to 
a disparate array of music fans: "We expected to 
get disenfranchised punk kids, I guess, but the most 
exciting thing is the crowds have been really mixed 
and there have been a lot of people who I wouldn't 
have expected to be into it, like dance kids." 

John says HEALTH are partway between 
experimental rock and dance: "Idon'tthinkwe're 
truly a dance group but it's a big part of what we 
do. We go through a lot of experimentation to find 
out what makes you get down or what gets you 
off. " He admits that their association with Crystal 
Castles hasn't hurt in attracting the dancers. (The 
bands have released two joint singles together, 
including 'Crimewave'.) 

It's a common misconception that they use 
synthesisers like their friends do - "Only one track 
on the album has a synth on it. " The rest of the 
sound is just made by guitar, bass and FX: "My 
favourite way of making noise is the feedback loop. 
As it keeps on you get all these different textures 
and can set the mixer to the moment of breaking. 
If you plan everything just right you can get this 
crazy distorted effect." Unlike other groups, they 
don't like leaving the chaos of noise to chance: "We 
practise a lot, buy a lot of equipment. When we first 
started working as a band we read a really scathing 
article on the LA noise scene - it said that noise 
was just like any other kind of music and it needed 
practice. I guess we felt quite similar at the time. " 

But he's on his way out. There's arterial claret 
everywhere. "Thanks for interviewing me. Feel free 
to make up anything you want to make us sound 
more interesting." 

No. That's alright, I love your music - it doesn't 
need embellishing. I'll just tell it how it really is. 

www.healthnoise.com 
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STREET HORRRSING 

RELEASED 17 MARCH 2008 





"A 50 minute melange of 

iridescent synths, psychedelic drone, 

distorted vocals and tribal rhythm." 

UNDERGROUND ALBUM OF THE MONTH IN MOJO 





"Adrenaline pumping, ear purging 
slab of towering, pristine noise." 

TIME OUT 



"A droning post-rock behemoth. 
The album's six tracks reign 
supreme over 40 minutes." 

DROWNED IN SOUND 



"One of the more exciting things 
to happen to experimental 
electronica in some time." 



OBSERVER MUSIC MONTHLY 



"What the duo create with the screams 
drones and feedback is astonishing." 

METRO 




I RECORDED WITH JOHN CUMMINGS (mogwai) 
MASTERED BY BOB WESTON (shellac) 





. www.atprecordings.com . 
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in the mix: carlos giffoni/ 
no fun productions 

New noise and old for those who 
know how to listen 

Mouthus Saw A Halo 

"The most complete statement yet by this Brooklyn 
duo. Usually known for their caveman-like, destructive 
industrial psych rocking, this shows their more mature, 
sensitive, and open-minded side. Classic! " 

Emeralds A Real Clean Gang 

"Not the Japanese Emeralds, but a super-amazing 
and young Cleveland group that play two synths and 
guitar. Think early Eno and Fripp, and Conrad Schnitzler's 
analogue synth works, except this is 2008, they are in 
their early twenties with a head full of fresh ideas and 
sound mastery that surpasses most of their peers." 

Kevin Drumm Snow 

" I always feel like it's a special event any time Kevin 
releases something - they are always really strong 
and unique no matter what the format or edition size 
is. He has done this kind of more ambient work before 
in earlier material, but this time it's more dark and 
immersive, with the most evil and nightmarish feeling 
possible. We all need everything Kevin has ever put out." 

Cluster II 

"An amazing, classic release of pure deep electronic 
beauty. I can't stop listening to this lately and smiling. 
There are many great acts in America now going the 
direction this band was developing decades ago. " 

Nath Family Sounds Of The Indian Snake 
Charmer 

"Snake charming music from a family in Nepal. Aaron 
Dilloway met them while he was staying there and got 
them to record. This is super-hypnotic rhythmic music 
that works great anytime I need that extra focusing kick." 

Oren Ambarchi Lost Like A Star 

"Another amazing lesson from Oren on how abstract 
sound can be composed to create beautiful emotional 
abstract music with slowly moving melody. I've had 
this record for about six months and am still playing 



Prurient And Still, Wanting 

" I am choosing a title on my own label to close 
because I am truly excited about this new full-length 
from someone who - conceptually, compositionally 
- has few equals in this generation. This is his best 
attempt yet at a more complex and musical style. A 
new chapter in obsession with mundane in our lives." 




hercules and love affair 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Till Thomas 



Carlos Giffoni will be touring in the UK in 
April (see live preview). NewEP 'Infinite 
Noise' available now on Bottrop Boy 
www.nofunproductions.com 



Hercules And Love Affair are disco Olympians who 
have come down to earth to meddle in human 
affairs, probably having their way with a fair few 
mortals while in the guises of Sylvester and Nile 
Rogers and the entire instrument cupboard at 
Salsoul records (before signing with DFA). But this 
music is as thoughtful as it is debauched, as much 
about observation as self-dissolution in the revels: 



'Values change in 
different cultures, 
over time, and it's 
sort of vindicating' 



the sound of Apollo and Dionysus getting it on. 

In this pantheon, producer and composer 
Andrew Butler joins forces with Nomi (a New 
York club queen who sounds a bit like a statelier 
Alison Moyet), Kim Ann Foxman (whose voice 
makes me thinkof the Childlike Empress from 
The Neverending Story) and, most importantly, 
Antony Hegarty, without whom the project might 
never have existed. 

"When I was growing up, I had a really big 
obsession with Greek myths, and Antony was 
really helpful with coming up with concepts and 
content," says Butler. "He told me, 'Look to your 
childhood'. And there was a myth specifically 
about Hercules, and one of his male lovers, Hylas. . . 
basically they're on a journey, and Hercules' lover 
is taken away from him, and is lost, so Hercules is 



roaming this island. He's the strongest man on 
earth, at his most vulnerable, looking for his lost 
love. . .That's a striking image for me. " 

This is a good point to mention the first single 
from the album. The video for 'Blind' is about 
awakening and stumbling into sexuality and 
vulnerability, and the joy and scariness that 
engagement with other people brings. A stunning 
androgyne walks slowly across a desert, towards 
a column-lined pavilion, where toga'd figures dance 
and writhe. She looks frightened, but fascinated. 
All the while, Butler's cascades of trumpets and 
heart-of-glass drums, throb against Antony's 
plaintive supplications that, "When I was a child 
I knew/that the stars could only get brighter. . . " 
and the knowledge that, yes, they will soon. 

Other songs reference myths directly: there's 
'Hercules' Theme' (as told by the Amazons), 'Iris', 
and 'Athene', a tribute to everyone's favourite grey- 
eyed goddess who takes heroes by the hand and 
guides them to their destinies. "I thought it was 
totally super-cool that she was a woman, and in 
charge of war. She was the goddess of wisdom, 
and hadakindofjusticetoher," Andrew explains. 

One awesome thing about Greek mythology 
is that there are so many stories about sexual love, 
in all varieties - not to mention jealousy and mind 
games. Andrew says, "As an adult, you start to 
look at these myths, and a lot of the homoerotic 
representation . . .You just don't hear a lot of this 
when you're younger. Values change in different 
cultures, overtime, and it's sort of vindicating." 

And that's where the mythology fits with 
Hercules And Love Affair's form of disco - it's all- 
embracing. Love between men, love for strong 
women, love for all on planet Earth. In 'Iris', the 
messenger of the gods sings of what she is sent to 
tell humans, how she does things for other people. 
It's not about coke and ludes and orgies with dead- 
eyed dicks in tight jeans at 54, or ironic de-sexed 
GAY wedding-disco cliches either. This music takes 
risks -both emotional and stylistic -that take it 
beyond fashion, and make it, dare I say, classic. 

www.myspace.com/herculesandloveaffair 
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guided tour: nick cave and the bad seeds 



Words: Nicola Meighan 
Photography: Tara Darby 



Let Plan B score you some illuminating marginalia for the latest book of the outlaw bible 



Our brilliant miscreants' 14th album, Dig, Lazarus, 
Dig!!! is a groovy, loop-fuelled, pop-lubed orgy of 
Bibles, berserk wank fantasies -and bungalows. 
We collared Cave on the blower to further divulge... 

Dig, Lazarus, Dig! ! ! 

There are 299 exclamation marks in this song. That 
has to be a world record. 

"Oh yeah, there's a lot. I always remember being 
told by my English teacher, who I never really liked, 
not to use more than one exclamation mark. For the 
album cover we had three exclamation marks on a 
sign made with 800 lightbulbs, eight-foot squared. 
That felt great. Some sort of really puerile revenge. " 

It has something of a Beats vibe too - you know, 
dig this resurrected dude! 

"Yeah, it's definitely got that hipster kind of ring 
to it, doesn't it? But my Lazarus - removed from the 
biblical environment and put in New York City- has 
a tragic end. He grows insane, and violent, and dies. 
All to a groovy pop beat. " 

But he gets the ladies plenty before his demise - 
even ensnaring a wanton harem of so-called "baby- 
blasted mothers" . I had a child not that long ago: 
should I be overjoyed or horrified by said idiom? 

"Well, you know, there's a look about the young 
mother. And personally I find it extremely attractive. 
Although, I have to say, my days of trawling the 
five o' clock club down at the local park are well 
behind me. [Laughs]. But I always had a thing 
about young mothers. . . " 

Today's Letter 

"Mr Sandman has a certain appetite forJanie in 
repose. . . " I reckon little Janie's gagging to be 
violated by the Sandman. 

" I'm really enjoying the Freudian aspect of 
things -you know, that everything is sort of sexually 
repressed. Not that I necessarily believe that, but it 
makes for enjoyable songwriting. " 

Moonland 

I just saw this programme on moonquakes. 
'Moonland' reminded me of that. 

" Of what? Moon what? " 

Moonquakes. You get these earthquakes, 
except they're on the moon. They're just the most 
desolate, barren occurrences. I kind of envisage 
'Moonland' like that: with this tragic protagonist 
in a lifeless landscape, and despite - or because 
of-this huge or miniature apocalypse, his biggest 
concern is whether he's good in bed. 

" Exactly. That's pretty much exactly what it's 
about. This is my favourite of the songs on the 
record. Just because it feels like. . .like a slice of 
atmosphere, both lyrically and musically." 

Night Of The Lotus Eaters 

Your track notes recall a cultural brouhaha with the 
Bad Seeds viz translations of the utterance 'sap'. But 
you overlooked its nuance in the Scottish parlance. 
"Woah, is there one?" 



Sure - a sap's like a pantywaist: a person both 
pathetic and apathetic. 

"Is that right? So you're a complete sap? 
[Laughs] I love that!" 

Yeah, so in '...Lotus Eaters', I have visions of us 
all trundling off to this untold war, with lily-livered 
losers slung over our shoulders. 

"That's way much better than any of my 
interpretations. I'm really very pleased about that. 
Because the people in my band were just like, What 
the fuck is a sap? 

" I guess the song's about apathy. With a kind 
of personal digression in the second verse, where 
I talk about myself -about the complacency, 
urn, which someone in my position can get-you 
know: whatever. . . " 

Albert Goes West 

You make a bungalow sound like the worst thing 
on earth. 

[Laughs] "I'm actually not quite sure what 
a bungalow is. But there's also a dude ranch in 
the song, and I do know what a dude ranch is, 
because I accidentally ended up on one, when 
I was travelling through Arizona with my wife. 

"We'd been travelling for many hours and were 



Laughter. 

"I'm trying to develop a whole new language. 
Kind of like, 'Hey babe, have you got the no pussy 
blues? That kind of thing. " 

Be My Girl 

Your narrator's eager to be consumed by infinite 
duplicates of the same woman: it put me in mind 
of this guy in America who possesses 1 00 identical 
blow-up dolls. 

"Very nice. Well, you know, this is a partner to 
the song before in some kind of way. Because the 
song before, it's supposed to reflect the super- 
eroticised feeling that people who love each other 
get when they're apart. And also the way that any 
problems in a relationship sort of disappear -you 
know, it'll all be OK, I'll be home soon. 

"And then also I guess, with this song, it's like, 
pretty psychotic. . . rampant male desire. He's sitting 
on his own, masturbating madly, and it's all. ..look- 
it's basically a masturbatory fantasy gone berserk. " 

Jesus Of The Moon 

"I love this song. I spent a couple of months just 
writing songs and throwing them away, because 
they sounded too much like stuff that I'd already 



'He grows insane, and violent, and 
dies. All to a groovy pop beat' 



looking for a place to stay. This motel appeared, and 
we checked in with this guy wearing a cowboy hat 
and all this sort of shit. And he said, the bell will be 
rung at 6.30, and we're like- What fucking bell? 
And we'd accidentally checked into a dude ranch, 
which is like this sort of hotel where you can pretend 
to be a cowboy. You're given a heavily doped horse 
that does anything you want, and you sort of ride 
around the cactuses with other English people. 
Which I did. Which I actually thoroughly enjoyed." 

We Call Upon The Author 

I don'tthink we should discuss this song. I like that 
it raises more questions than answers. 
"I'm very happy with that. " 

Hold Onto Yourself 

I was wondering about the girl in this, conjuring 
a genie in a lamp between her thighs. 

"Well, I was really just trying... it was my 
attempt to. . .to express what it might feel like for 
a masturbating woman. So, you know, I have to use 
my imagination. There's a certain amount of, urn, 
poetic licence. . .But I'm hoping that husbands and 
male lovers can say things like -you know- 'So 
babe, did the genie come out sing in '?'" 



written, and I was trying to find a different place to 
get to. But 'Jesus Of The Moon' . . . I just love the title. 

"And it is different than the usual sort of song 
that I'd write - mostly because whatever the 
central crisis was, it's already happened - and 
there's a sense that everything's OK, and the guy's 
OK. You know, you move on, it's not a bad thing. 
And then he sees the girls walking down the street 
and it's -Hello! 

"So there's not that super-tragic feel that some 
of my other songs can get. " 

Midnight Man 

" Pretty difficult, that one. Lovely organ. " 

More News from Nowhere 

"I think the guy in this is dead. Or he might not be 
dead, I'm not sure. But I always like those stories 
when you find out -Oh my god! He was dead all 
along ! Anyway, he's wandering through some 
awful, endless scenario involving past girlfriends." 

It's like the circles of hell in Dante's Inferno. 

"Exactly. But populated by old girlfriends. There 
was a certain amount of fun had with that. . . " 

www.nickcaveandthebadseeds.com 
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singles club 

Words: Fiona Fletcher, 
Frances Morgan, Louis 
Pattison, and kicking_k 

Illustration: Lady Lucy 



The Plan B rewiring squad line them up against the wall 
and rate them 



Spring Tides 

Hostile Takeover (Blank Tapes) 

'Unreal World Music' say the label of this 

questing British band with a Ghanian 

singer to the fore. 

Kick: Circuitous drumming. Bobbing bassline. 

Fiona:The vocals make it go all wrong. But 

fortunately there are not a lot of them. 

Frances: It's a nice bit of Fourth Worldy jam 

stuff, very freeform, then put together in 

the studio. 

Fiona: OK, it's really cultural tourism, but still, 

I'd rather listen to this than more shouty 

twats from Stoke Newington . . . 

Frances: Each bit of it's very simple, but it's 

been constructed really carefully in order to 

sound less so. 

Kick: It feels competent - but not necessarily 

magical. 

Louis:This is fun, simple, rhythmic and 

straightforward. It doesn't quite feel African 

though, does it? 

The Ting Tings 

Great DJ (Columbia) 

Wildly hyped new Manchester electro- 
indie two-piece drop some product, and 
promise to recycle all the sleeves from car 
boot buys. Record companies are really 
economising, huh? 
Frances: For some reason I'm in a super- 
trashy mood today. It's what I've eaten 
I think.Too much sugar. 
Fiona: I hate the guitar progression but I like 
the machine that goes WUB. (Five seconds 
later) OK, they just turned into The Dandy 
Warhols with a girl singer... 
Kick: Ha - that's one of those observations 
that can totally sink a band. 
Frances: I need some fruit. Some fruit and 
some doom. 

Louis: What is this song about? 
Kick: It's one of those indie songs about 
having a dance at the indie disco. 



Louis: I would like to hear an indie song 

about something else. Slaughtering 

cattle maybe. 

Frances: NO LOUISTHAT IS BAD AND 

WRONG. 

Fiona: I hate to admit it, but I'd probably 

dance to this if I was really drunk. 

Louis: But animals are all dumb and that. 

They'll just go hurt themselves anyway. 

Fiona: Doesn't deserve the hype but what 

does? WOULD YOU SHUT UPABOUT 

SLAUGHTERING CATTLE!? 

Louis: I'll shut up (but I'm still thinking 

about it). 

Ray Rumours/Francois 

Mr Bear/Swimmers/Drifters (Too Pure) 

Ros Murray, ex-Electrelane, and Bristol 
DIY multi-instrumentalist Francois join for 
split single. Recorded quietly, but can be 
played loudly. 

Kick: I like the way Ray and co sound genuinely 

intimate. Slightly unpolished, in a good way. 

Fiona: It's pretty and delicate but it doesn't 

really kick any arse, does it? 

Frances:The guitar is nice, it's like a gentle 

flamenco. 

Fiona: I don't like that this is the only way 

that girls are allowed to express themselves 

-tobegirly and quiet, when I KNOWthat 

Ros can rock out. 

Louis: But Ros usually does rock out, in her 

rock band, Electrelane. 

Frances: I don't mind gentleness, male or 

female. As long as it's not contrived 

gentleness. And this isn't. 

Kick: I almost feel like it's a statement against 

all the so mar/ysingy-songwritey records at 

the moment that are super-produced to 

make bedroom music for arenas. 

Louis: Nothing to say about this really. 

Frances: Frangois is someone I like a lot. 

He really knows how to write and arrange, 

in a very precise, knows-his-limitations way. 



Kick: It is making me want to shield him with 

a wing (yes, I have wings). 

Fiona: No, no, no-this is wibbling twee and 

I hate it. 

Louis:This is a nice seven-inch and if you like 

quiet music you should buy it. 

Fiona: It's all very nice for one of those days 

you don't get out of your pyjamas but as 

my mum would say: DO NOTWALLOW, 

TRANSCEND! 

Envy 

Tongue Twister (Stop Start) 

Twenty-year-old MC from Manchester 
on Medasyn's beats (who's previously 
laid the foundations for both Shystie and 
Sov). She manages to ride a bike and rap 
in her video: this will be an Olympic event 
by 201 2. 

Kick: It's very Neptunian at a time that's 
not massively fashionable - but does it well. 
The producer's having fun, without 
grandstanding, just works on nice details. 
Louis: I liked the spoken-sung bit, a bit 
Martina Topley-Bird. 
Fiona: I know nothing about this kind of 
music, but it makes me do the head-shakey 
dance.THISiswhatteenagers in their 
bedroom should be sounding like. 
Louis: Hip-hop debut singles can get away 
with a simple sort of message: look, I rap 
good... 

Frances: It's pink, grey, silver, spiky, 
pineapple-flavour, lip-glossy, nail-polishy. . . 
it sounds to me like all those things. 
Kick: Nuanced rhythm track, gently derisory 
(and dextrous) MC . . .She's quietly self- 
assured, which is a nice posture. 
Louis: It seems sort of unusual that she's 
not angry - perhaps I'm just too used to 
grime MCs. 

Frances: It would have a video shot in 
Primark, but Primark gone suddenly amazing 
and sci-fi and full of robots. It would be cool. 



The Teenagers 

Love No (Merok/XL) 

Non-teenage French band who Kick labels 
as 'nihilistic' while Louis maintains merely 
'unpleasant' (while still quite liking them). 

Kick:They have this posture of being 

real dicks. And they do it so well that I get 

confused. 

Fiona: Ugh, disgusting Seventies style 

eurobland.The production is so slick it just 

slides off your ears. 

Louis: I like The Teenagers. They remind me 

of that band Phoenix but instead they are 

arrogant catalogue models who use words 

like "dis-gust-ing "all spat out like. 

Kick: It's that electroclash-era snotty 

boredom. But with guitars. Which is not 

a palatable combo-tome. 

Fiona:They've put it in that machine, that 

Aural Exciter that makes everything sound 

like candy. 

Louis: All their songs seem to be about 

being emotionally cold. They seem to be 

interested in dissecting that though, which 

is interesting. 

Frances: Yeah, I can't conceive of a time 

I'd ever like to listen to this. I like songs about 

emotional coldness. . .but these dudes are 

just tepid. 

Fiona: You people spend way too much time 

worrying about lyrics. 

Fucked Up 

Year Of The Pig (Vice) 

Eighteen minutes and 34 seconds of 

beauteous epic head expansion from 

mystical hardcore warriors from Toronto, 

apparently with reference to sex workers' 

rights in Canada. 

Louis: Weird, this. This single sounds nothing 

like anything on Fucked Up's album Hidden 

World. 

Frances: That was, I think, made a while 

back though. 
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Gangsta rap's got nothing on folk 
for the body counts 



Fiona: Pretty French lounge pop with some 
random dude shouting like he's on Southern 
Lord over the top. 
Kick: It's kind of... inspired. 
Fiona: I don't like being shouted at. 
Louis: You shout along with him though. At 
THE MAN. 

Fiona: Do you like it because of the novelty 
value? 

Frances: No, I like it because it makes me 
feel strong. 

Kick: I like it 'cause it's got the feel of a 
genuine hybrid. 

Louis: Hidden Worldhad some real fist- 
punchers. This is more. . .conceptual. Lots 
of different directions. 
Frances: The loud bit, readers, is rad. It's 
cyclical and slidey but still really driving. 
Basically prog hardcore, right? 
Louis: Inevitably this song is going to be all 
about Gnostic philosophy or something. 
Kick: I actually don't know what's going to 
happen in the next 30 seconds. 

Warrior Queen And The 
Heatwave 

Things Change (Soul Jazz) 

The first release from An England Story- 
a forthcoming history of UK MC culture 
1 983-2008 apparently on 'super loud 
double vinyl' (how does that work?) 
Frances: It's based round a piano line which 
is pretty cool, nicely vintage, slightly silly. 
Not as furious as she is often with The Bug. 
Louis: I think I would get bored quickly if 
everything was Bug-dark. 
Kick: It's nicely balanced; I keep shifting my 
attention to different elements - the piano, 
the emphatic beats, ooh, some dude is 
growling over her shoulder, etc, etc. 
Fiona: I don't really understand this kind 
of thing but I love the tone on the bass, 
so synthetic sounding. 
Frances: It kind of bounces and lurches. 



Louis: It's about, "The political dynamic 
between Britain and Jamaica". 
Frances: Is the piano Britain? 
Kick: Everything fits together NICE. 

Stephanie Hladowski 

The High High Nest (Singing Knives) 

Ten-inch EP on Yorkshire weird/folk label 
which boasts bazouki, clarinet and pedal 
harmonium. 

Kick: Olde folk.The punk of the past. 
Frances: She's actually pretty young. Her 
brother Chris is in Nalle. I don't know where 
she gets her voice from - she's from Leeds. 
But I like it. 

Kick: It's interesting when young people 
relate better to pre-20th Century ballads 
than they do the music of their own time. 
Frances: I guess it's partly youthful 
romanticism. But it's also a sonic thing. 
Like she's not only into the songs but she's 
clearly also into the sound of Topic Records 
circa the Sixties. 

Fiona: Antique authenticity is a fashion 
pose itself. 

Kick: It's strange 'cause it's not only 
unaccompanied, but stripped of ambient 
noise. I'd like to hear a car go past in the 
background. OrTV static. Maybe I'm being 
perverse..? 

Frances: One thing I like about the recent 
folk revival is that there's a whole new 
topography of these old songs- multiple 
interpretations of songs like this second 
track, 'Willie 0' Winsbury', also recently 
covered by Meg Baird, and by Gravenhurst, 
only he does the version of it that Fairport 
Convention did under the title 'Farewell'. . . 
Fiona:That's why it's called the folk tradition ! 
Kick: (That said, Pop Idolls full of 
interpretations of standards. . .) 
Fiona:They're all about death and 
illegitimacy and one's own true love. 
"True love will find you in the end", etc. 



Frances: Yeah, but it doesn't always. Death 
finds you in the end, mostly. Which is much 
more realistic. 

Fiona: Gangsta rap's got nothing on folk for 
the body counts. 

Benga and Coki 

Night (Tempa) 

Crossover dubstep tune finally scoring 
a proper release after being nocturnally 
inescapable across the capital's clubs in 
the last few months. 

Kick: Madd echo. 

Frances: Industrial. This is tense. It's a good 
intra. 

Kick: Funny how space can be coloured by 
the noise around it- like this sounds late 
night, already. 

Louis:This record is interesting because it 
seems to have snuck in everywhere. . .it 
might be dubstep's first 'hit' record. Grime 
sets, funky house sets, daytime 6 Music and 
Radiol... 

Fiona: Aw yes, I like when it goes BONG 
BONG with the sub bass. 
Kick: I think there's a growing crossover 
between dubstep, house and bassline. 
Fiona:This stuff is almost insanely easy to 
do in Reason, though. 
Louis: Benga seems to have got really 
talented at shaping the bass. 
Frances: I like the main descending 
pigeon sound (the "do-do-dooo ", as 
Louis describes it); it has that stomach- 
lurch to it that I imagine would sound 
right good on a pill and, yes, you would 
sing along to it, as apparently people 
have been. 

Fiona: I was going to ask, "Will anything 
happen?" but then all these sinister 
atmospherics came in. 
Louis: Everything falls in and falls out in 
the right place. . .in four minutes there are 
numerous drops. 



Kick: I can imagine it being initially 
disorientating, but then almost being 
something you learn, over its length. 
Frances: It's like having a slippery ghost 
underyourT-shirt.Trying to get out. 

Hercules And Love Affair 

Blind (DFA) 

Antony Hegarty hooks up with DFA's new 

faux-Hellenic producer/DJ team who give 

props to, "General wizardry and wonder 

and the beauty of good deeds", which 

makes them sound too well-rounded to 

be musicians, but we'll see. . . 

Fiona:This is the gayest disco I ever heard. 

Frances: How much do I love a disco 

bassline? A lot.And also this reminds 

me in places of Outernationalby Billy 

MacKenzie. 

Louis: I was listening to this album at the 

weekend, it's lush. 

Fiona: Nah, wants some more Giorgio 

on it. 

Louis: He likes his Chicago house as 

well -there's a track that sounds like 

Mr Fingers. 

Fiona: I'm not sure how I feel about this. 

Kick: It's good for Antony to do something 

more uptempo. 

Frances:This has a bit of Arthur Russell in it, 

but not loads. It's more confident sounding, 

much more obviously DISCO. 

Kick: Lots of people I know have edged ever 

further into cosmic disco. They're all about 

dancing more slowly. I dunno. Weirds me out 

mildly. Seems... sensual. 



singles of the month 

Louis: Benga and Coki - Night 
Frances and Kick: 

Fucked Up -Year Of The Pig 
Fiona: Envy -Tongue Twister 
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In which MV&EE pass thru 
the arteries of this nation 
like vintage psychoactives 





Cambridge 

Rolled one a day early and blasted clowns from the soil of dominoes, 
acclimated in prime Joyce via Kings and other tone lawns. . . 
Gig was magic, circuitous. Dialed up the space-time donut and rode 
the curvature around the moon. I believe in you all the way. 

Brighton 

Rocked the North Laines in true believers with ballroom miniature in 

back room transformer wo/man. 

Hit the daily dance hard outta the gate and left grace by the fences of 

a sonic kegler, burned the last frame as a dog star wicker image and 

inhaled numbers in tartan as if it was the last sonic fire. 

Had a peaceful flag waving when it came time to collect the coins, 

mentions of Earth and Bishop but Schenker stung scorpion bowls as 

if Milton Keynes was gwine to the sky stadium of lonesome crow. 

Burned the sky down at the Record Collector over Emmett Miller 78s 

for panacea. 

London 

Prime dance. Upsetting the rhythm under Luminaire moonphase, 

launched hard on spacetone with Samara's last boogie. . . 

The golden molecules bet it all for quintuplet mare. . . 

'Speed Queen' around the bend peeling out hard - and there was 

nothing I could do to stop it. 

I dig it when my loved ones come free - elevated by tangential 

hyperspace. 



Wednesday nite in Bristol, 
even had group sex 



Manchester 

Parallel dimension acessed thru the snooker door to the toilets, 'Bingo 

Master's Breakout'. Parlour-style backroom ambience with spectres 

of crispy ambulance and other ambulatory blues. 

PA was more like WC, but we flushed all the houses with amps 

gone wild... 

Did a 'Space Cowboy' set of cosmic strings, dedicated it to the ghost 

harmonics and settheflag alightwiththe radiant anticipation of 

picking up Mick Flower to join the road shelter for the remainder 

of gettin' gone in Aquarius. 

Don't miss these blown out trails. 

Another step forward ! 

Newcastle 

Mick is in the house housing flushes. Of course, we bet it all . . . 
Blow out with Dylan Carson's guitar mag rider and other forms 
of flannel labyrinth. . . Rick Bishop shreds mighty shards where there 
is glass refracting the ultimate. 
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Me, I fell thru skyholes of liquid 

ballrooms and other uni circles, we 

just keep on revolving... 

Recliner ragas in the balcony was my 

private song; wish it was in the van on 

cassette. We'll dig slurp dogs anyway 

and all things slooow. 

Had a eulogy for Fushitsusha and 

I didn't even know it yet, just had to 

cruise to the cathedral and unbuckle 

the bible belt. 

All day long I feel the things that go 

further than me. 

Lincoln 

Played Fuzak, that would be 
Fleshapoids gone wild. 
It looks really good here - so good we 
can't touch it... we just burn bright. 
Legendary drum imp inna house. 
Prime boogie, and I know that the 
Kuchar brothers woulda made 
a great movie that night. All stars 
in Lincolnshire. 

Sheffield 

One of my fave places on earth, never 
had it so fine and so sublime. 
All my friends revolving. Got to blast 
Medway-style over Fillmore tone. . . 
Counted the hungry stones and Ali 
Akbar Khan quotients in empties. 
Even stayed in John Hackett's pad - 
ghosts of reading gone by and Roger 
Dean in Cornish waves. 

Penryn 

Made in Cornwall, chiefly Falmouth 
and freestyle, I found my shit. 
I could feel the last on the jetty near 
Torquay-definitelyCornwallian,asin 
a new form of pure evolution. Beyond 
beautf ul... We're rockin' in Miss 
Peabody's, I'm grateful to be here. 
I feel hammer flicks and deeper 
white wood, even Wicker Man beauty, 
as I rest and dance by the lake with 
pure Betty Stoggs. 
We're always gonna lift one up, 
cheers to all those who come out to 
see us. 

Trowbridge 

Fairport played here, Harry Pussy did 

not. 

G'n'R T-shirt, friends with Charlie, she 

was nice to him - gotta avoid and 

bend all these weird ways, push the 

table. . . I push the table toward 

Wolfways. 

Great soundcheck, played 'Bedroom 

Eyes', pockettrumpetsonthewall, 

even ventricles. 

Keith Christmas played here. 

Bristol 

Village Thing. It's a village thing. 

My only experience is that I was sick 

as a f uckin' dog; I live vicariously - 

that happens. 

Alarm gwine off kids gwine to 

schools... alcohol-induced pain coma. 

And then we jammed cos we 

damsoned; Chris dealt with some 

kinda hygiene. Laundry. 

Tom Landry. . .set yer clock to the 

man's haircut. 

Cowboys. Astral Weeks moaned. 

I lamented for Veedon Fleece. 

Mick Sleeps. Coffee... Dot and Louis... 



Mango milkshakes. Erika reads rodeo 

style. Bath is drawn... 

I bathe, Chris tubs it (and embraces it), 

Mick stays dry. 

Page three Shakey rundown more 

scrub, less scrum. 

Qujunk and another salad, fly half. 

He is the poet, f lyhalf, grow wings, 

fins even. Big time midfield. 

One Henry for all, I got kicked a lot. 

That's the mindfield, always putting 

it in. 

WE PLAYED IN THE GARDEN EVEN IN 

THESAFEHOUSE. 

Even in the clink. As in Colonel. 

Kernel. All colonel, home for a nut. . . 

a house for everything. 

A bed is a home for a bug. Single, 

poptones. . .the cassette played. 

Rose of the desert. Desert Rose. 

Chris Hillman isagenius. Go out and 

see Horror Hotel. 

Food elation, We make erotic song 

charge. 

Sauntered back to Gratitude Road 

and saw co-operation, the road again. 

A few pieces were more five easy, 

I thought of Nicholson's jacket and 

wore 'Disco Sucks'. 

Zun Zun Egui, barrista with the milky 

way. Rolled to get caffeinated to find 

the joint closed. 

Cat complained about the price 

of roll. Itwasagoodday... 

Midden Eastern. Arrive at the Croft, 

the Brewhouse. . .cider scene. 

Upstairs rental, really scummy, 

tryin' to make it a sweet place to 

hangout. 

Paul runs the best house goin', 

the Brewhouse. 

People gwine down to the sweatbox, 

yetnowwe'um intah the music and 

people hung on. 

My kinda scene, Wednesday nite in 

Bristol, even had group sex. 

Played 'Mama My' and debuted 

'Susquehanna' . . .tomorrow we're 

in Colchester. 

Colchester 

Here we are ramblin' across the zone 

of domes gettin' gone in Aquarius, 

my sort of ride. 

For awhile we cruised in 

'Snaggletooth', that is, 'the highway 

tiger'... all purr. 

UK, we're in white bus that rides like 

a silver machine. 

Unit is all lovetone, Samara Lubelski 

from SoHo, NYC on bass, Doc Dunn 

from Toronto on pedal steel and 

guitar, Chris Davis from Metairie, 

Louisiana on the drums. . . 

Everyone sings. 

Everything feelin' fine for Erika and 

I with this tribe on and off stage. 

Samara launched from the pod after 

London and Mick Flower steps in to 

dance, very righteous hyperspace. 

He's a cat from Leeds, jams starf ields 

on hisshahi baaja. 

We even recruit The Doozer, Simon 

Loynesfrom Cambridgeshire, for 

some harp environments. 

Like I said: everyone sings. 

Space shanties and dance band, that's 

the golden road. 




playlist: 

plan b presents... 

Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Sarah Lippett 

Pop from anywhere but 
right here, right now 

Utada Hikaru 

Passion (EMI Japan) 

Edging out Ayumi Hamasaki and Namie 
Amuro as my most revered J-Pop Empress, 
she's at her best when furthest out. The video 
for this track is a five-minute synopsis of 
the influence the Japanese games industry 
has had in providing an alternative, more 
fantastic aesthetic for the genre. 

Barbara 

Nantes (CBS) 

Perhaps the most austere of old school 
French chansonniersMw/ers a life-defining 
performance with this bittersweet ballad. It 
recounts her attendance at the deathbed of 
the father who allegedly molested her (while 
in hiding from the Nazis) years earlier. Depth 
of feeling, like water, is very dark indeed. 

Sopho Khalvashi 

Visionary Dream (Promo Only) 

Georgia's debut entry to Eurovision was best 
in show by an almost embarrassing margin, 
not that that ever helped anyone (other than 
France Gall). Although essentially a tourist 
information tract, it pairs leyline mysticism 
to gentrified techno and deserved better. 

The KLF 

K Sara Sara (unreleased) 

Britain's best recent pop band's best never- 
released song (as opposed to released, then 
deleted, as with the rest of their catalogue). 
Drafting in the Russian red army choir and 
pledging only to put it out when world peace 
was achieved, the internet has allowed us 
a low-res preview of what may be (may be). 

Zhou Xuan 

The Wandering Songstress 
(China Record Corporation) 

One of China's Seven Great Singing Stars, 
the characteristic waver of this number came 



from her favourite of the 43 films she 
starred in before dying in somewhat murky 
circumstances during Mao's 1 957 Anti- 
Rightist Movement. 

Akhlad Raouf 

Al-Wath3eeya (www.akhlad.com) 

Most Iraqi pop artists are currently 
(understandably) in abeyance or exile, but 
a member of boy band Unknown To No 
One herein ditches their clotted sentiment 
for a remake of Shakira's 'Hips Don't 
Lie' which rewrites the lyrics to attempt 
a relatively well-humoured report from 
wartorn Baghdad. 

Rob Hubbard 

Commando (Capcom) 

Japanese game composers like Nobuo 
Uematsu and Yasunori Mitsuda are given 
awards and symphonic performances (rightly 
so in relation to the emotional assault of 
Final Fantasy VII) but the UK had some real 
talents back in the day when technology 
was rather less accommodating. Rob 
Hubbard's work on the Commodore 64 



Fucking heroic 
in its florid 
excesses 



is exemplified by this zappy, near-rabid blast 
of sawtooth bleeps. 

Charlene 

I've Never Been To Me (Motown) 

What may have been designed as a riposte 
to the permissive society now sounds fucking 
heroic in its florid excesses ( "I've spent my 
life exploring/The subtle whoring/That cost 
too much to be free. . . ") Maybe it always 
(secretly) was? From Wikipedia: "Charlene 
is now married and runs a sweet shop in 
llford, Essex." 

Readers intrigued by the above should 
sign up for the Plan B newsletter, 
emailed direct to yr heart once weekly 
and always accompanied by a fresh 
staff playlist. www.planbmag.com 
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when we meet 

Words: Hayley Avron and kicking_k 

In which Plan B hooks you up with 
vague acquaintances 



Cissy 

Cissy have a MySpace page with no music on 
it. My memory, however, informs me, quite 
enthusiastically, that they sound not entirely unlike 
Goblin, with added funk, subtracted seriousness 
and drumbeats that yank ribs from your ribcage 
and smack your feet with them until you learn 
to dance. Dicko, Katie, Gavin and Matthew 
create an accomplished sound that would 
somehow sound equally at home in a sweaty, 
booze-soaked, smoke-filled cellar or the lobby 
of a high-class, celebrity-drenched hotel. And 
when I say celebrity, I mean Audrey, not Paris. 
www.myspace.com/cissysound 

Dels 

Apparently this indie/undie electrodisco/hip-hop 



Broken souls are 
crushed in every 
corner of the room 



collabo is the result of Dels sending Hot Chip 
a MySpace message. Readers, it's time we all sent 
Hot Chip a message. Those dudes are so in thrall 
to good manners and correct conduct they are 
literally incapable of saying no. We can work 
them like shaved, computer-pwning dogs and 
get rich. OK, most of our product isn't going 
to be as nauseously compulsive as this first, but 
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with thousands of us, 
the law of averages 
says a couple of us are 
guaranteed to push 
things more or less 
forward, right? 
www.myspace.com/ 
imdels 
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Crime Tesla 

One of those unique and irreducible things you can't believe you 
didn't already know about (and deny, falsify evidence if necessary) this 
post-Funkadelic, sort of hip-hop, crew issue "Baltimore Club horror 
classics" and "fantazmic trips" (as well as "worst songs I ever heard's" 
- but these last two quotes from YouTubers). We say: You're probably 
already down with this, but... www.myspace.com/crunctesla 



Held By Hands 

The minimal recordings 
available to the 
proletariat belie the 

majestic, emotive performances that the much- 
expanded Held By Hands share with us when 
they play live. Not entirely a world apart from 
The Flaming Lips, Giant Sand, Arcade Fire etal, 






iy 



Bitchee Bitchee Y 

Coming to our intention initially tor a series ot 
profoundly counter-intuitive remixes, these Kitsune- 
signed London-and-Paris-residing dancef floor scribblers 
also make their own stuffz from scratch. OK, some sugar 
- but mostly scratch, like Machiavellian nursery rhymes 
for bully kids, www.myspace >m/bbyayayl 



The Old Romantic Killer Band 

Raw, like an open wound but gentle, like the 
booze that dulls the pain, The Old Romantic 
Killer Band are a late night, lonely blues, empty 

bottle kind of band. 

Heartbreak lyrics pinch 
through over-driven, over- 
drunken guitars, bad-ass 
drums keep a tidy beat 
and broken souls are crushed 
in every corner of the room. 
www.myspace.com/ 
theoldromantickillerband 



Pale Man Made 

Seemingly rooted in 
late-Nineties America, 
but factually residing in 
Newcastle, Pale Man 
Made have the essence 
of Belly, Pavement and 
Mazzy Star muddled up 
their make-up. When 
I saw them last, they seemed 
unsure of themselves, and 
of their sound. But now! 
Now! A confident, blistering 
cannonball pop band. 
www.myspace.com/ 
palemanmade 



the utterly sublime catchiness of the vocal refrain of 
'Trading on Past Treasures' not only makes the hairs 
on the back of your neck stand up, it will most likely 
plait them into a thick rope and choke tears from 
your eyes, www.myspace.com/heldbyhands 

Larytta 

Two EPs deep into kittenish micro-electronic fun, 



Casy And Brian 

Trust this frankly rad pair of metrosexual San Franciscans to 
bring a knowing aesthetic, channelled passion and inspired 
arrangements to yr (fucking) earbuds. From there, yr brain in its 
bloodbath. Thence, in glorious freefall through the spinal nerves, 
blossoming nauseously in yr stomach like a parachute drop. 
Befriend, befriend, befriend, www.myspace.com/casyandbrian 



Switzerland's Larytta mix multiplacation table 
rhythm tracks, a synthesised zoo of keysplash- 
stroke-cooing melody, too-cute artwork and an 
apparent disinclination to follow any given direction 
for more than a minute (which, after all, is a historic 
epoch in pop). Such unasked-for creativity should 
and must be rewarded; do so. 
www.myspace.com/larytta 



Slagsmalsklubben 

Pitch for the world's most pretentious car advert 
(it's BACK!): 100 cars-no, 1000 speeding cars, 
no, 1 ,000,000 speeding sports cars racing across, 
urn, tundra. Polished tundra. And all the cars are 
different colours - like, every one a Pantone or two 
apart- and they leave trails, like slugs. The trails 
change colour as they dry, and all the cars converge 
at this ultimate zero (everyone dies) and they're 
grinding together and interpenetrating at their 
edges (cue: plumes of sparks, glass-glitter and 
lubricant). Small dooms are thought-bubbling up 
like grey airbags, and the music is a conference of 
synths.www.myspace.com/slagsmalsklubben 

Two Minute Noodles 

New bands spring up in Leeds like weeds, 
spreading their seed and incestuously sharing 
members. Goose (of D'Astro micro-fame) and 
Moz (of CHOPS, Quack Quack, Massive Heron 
and the Chinchilla collective) create a merrymaking 
mix that revolves around drums and organ. The 
resulting sound is something akin to being in 
a party full of French people from the Sixties. 
In a Hitchcock movie. In a pub. With ridiculous 
analogies being bandied about. 
www.myspace.com/twominutenoodlemen 
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personal geography: 
young knives 

Words: Lauren Strain 



Sharp indie-pop enthusiasts explains 
why music is their grindstone 

The new Young Knives record, Superabundance 
(Transgressive), is all pows and zaps and sharp 
corners, like waking up as a Lichtenstein 
character wandering an Escher. Openers 
'Fit 4 U' and 'Terra Firma' jitter spunkily with 
panicked vocal correspondence; 'Up All 
Night' is a jack-in-a-box on a trampoline, 
and everything else therein sounds enough 
like the multifarious malfunctionings of 
robots to please the shape-throwers at your 
local indie temple. 

Jubilation and questions (posed to singer 
Henry Dartnall) ensue. 

What's your favourite record... 

...to drive to? 

"'Assassins' by Lightning Bolt. Reminds me 
of leaving work on a Friday. I would run down 
the stairs, shout 'School's out!', get into my 
J-reg Toyota Carina, turn the stereo up 'til the 
speakers distorted and wheel-spin out of the 
business park. It's like all the rage I could hold 
in for sixyears suddenly exploding all over my 
boss' stupid face and cutting him to ribbons. 
It wasn't that bad a job really." 

...to dance in public like you would never 
normally dare dance in public to? 

"'Thalassocracy' by Frank Black. Something 
about it makes me excited like a child in the 
flavoured milk aisle. One-and-a-half minutes 
of shouting rock with a massive guitar solo that 
takes your face off. Nothing better, really." 

...to inspire creativity? 

"Tachuco Cadaver' by Captain Beef heart And 
The Magic Band. It's like the blues, but stop- 
starts all over the place, like a mental in charge 
of a bus full of people playing instruments and 
not listening to each other. It's about how this 
girl is really nice; he says things like, "Herlovin' 
makes me so happy if I smiled I'd crack ma ' 
chin". He adopts this sort of country-bumpkin 
language. It's really odd, but it makes me relax 
about writing and try something crazy." 

...to cure insomnia (note: this does not 
necessarily mean "what is the most 
boring sleep-inducing record ever", 
although it could possibly...)? 

"'Heaps Of Sheeps' by Robert Wyatt. If I was 
tossing and turning I could listen to something 
like this. It's positive, so would stave off the 
midnight paranoia, and his voice has the sound 
of your favourite uncle singing you a funny 
song about not being able to sleep." 

...that you would demand is played at 
your funeral? 

"The Day I Met God' by Adam And The Ants. 
It references the size of God's knob. I would 
like to see the look on the vicar's face." 

...that you're ashamed to admit you like? 

"'Waterloo' by Abba. Abba are so over-played 
and glam that they are easily dismissed by cool 
people, but I don't really care what they think. 
This track is one of the most perfectly-crafted 
pop songs ever - even if you aren't gay." 




' I love the way you can hear him breathing 
heavily through his nose during the really hard 
guitar bits' 



the track where I get all teary-eyed and soft 
focus? I am probably crying about how I was 
thin when I was 19. " Well she throws her arms 
around me like a circle round the sun" - that 
line makes me go all dreamy and think about 
slow-motion embraces. I love the way you can 
hear him breathing heavily through his nose 
during the really hard guitar bits." 

...to do the housework to? 

"The whole of Ungdomskulen's debut album, 
Cry Baby. If I had to pick one song, it would 
be 'Ordinary Son'. I might even get as far as 
dusting the skirting boards and pulling out 
the fridge -hell, I may even sort the shed out." 



I love this band -they're so positive in a world 
of cynics. On a holiday, windows down, 
driving to the Gower peninsula for a week 
of sea, pubs and campfires.. Jesus, bring on 
the summer." 

and finally.. .whose singing voice do you 
most wish you could have implanted into 
your own body for a day, and why? 

"I'd love to be Tom Jones for a day. I'd just 
love to be able to stand on a stage and open 
my mouth and for something that loud come 
out of it." 

www.theyoungknives.com 
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why i love... space 

Words: Fiona Fletcher 

Illustration: Overture 



I blame my father. While other kids got 'Three 
Blind Mice" and 'Baa Baa Black Sheep', my dad, 
a doctoral student at Jodrell Bank, started with 
the geometry of Flatland and worked up through 
Einsteinian weirdness to Quantum Mechanics as 
bedtime stories. 

Music and wonder were melded together at an 
early age. I discovered physics, metaphysics and the 
soundscapes of Delia Derbyshire from the safety of 
my dad's lap, watching the classic years of Doctor 
Who. Then there was Carl Sagan's Cosmos, a 
landmark not just in its astronomical breadth, but 
also in its progressive soundtrack, the first time 
many of my generation heard Tangerine Dream 
and Vangelis - cosmic, and kosmische, combined. 

Adolescence - and sexuality- hit like an atom 
bomb. Duran Duran. But my favourite single was 
not an ambitious Thatcherite anthem, but the off- 
kilter 'Planet Earth', all phased-out keyboards and 
disco-modulated krautrock rhythms. This led my 
pre-teen self on musical explorations back to Bowie, 
Eno and The Velvet Underground. My template 
was set early - the voltage-controlled sweep of 
analogue synths, shivering tremolo guitars, echoing, 
epic vocals, high melodic bass and repetitive, 
metronomic drums. All the hallmarks of spacerock. 

Although I was swept up in the cultural flotsam 
and jetsam of mid-Eighties hardcore and indie, 
SST and Creation Records, at school I was a geek. 
The first time a senior noticed me, I did her Latin 
homework to early Pink Floyd, 'Insterstellar 



Overdrive' and 'Astronomy Domine'. As I was 
straight-edge, I never understood why the stoners 
adopted me. "Explain physics to us, Fiona," they'd 
beg as they passed the bong, and I'd theorise 
hypnotically about the wonders of space (suddenly 
test scores shot up across the whole year). 

Maths, to me, was a glimpse of perfection. 
I could take tangled strings of numbers and letters 
and reduce them to simplicity and harmony. The real 
world, emotional life, was confusing and complex. 
E=mc 2 was constant. It always balanced, it always 
made sense (unlike people). Like a musician reads 
notation, a scientist reads equations and hears the 
harmonic structures of the whole universe. Science 



Science and music 
were the same to me, 
living maths 



and music were the same to me, living maths. 
Systems, structures and harmonics. 

At college, I experimented with drugs, to the 
background, of course, of Hawkwind's Space Ritual. 
"Space is infinite, " announced the droll, almost 
bored voice, a thousand times more fascinating 
than any lecture. "Space is dark, space is neutral, it 
/sco/c//' Hawk wind droned, to the accompaniment 
of otherworldly music, an eerie echo of the hypnotic 
patter with which I'd once entertained my class 
mates. "Space is the absence of time, and of 
matter." No other girls I knew liked Hawkwind. Like 
the physics lab, it was male territory, but strangely 
sexless, almost a relief from the confusing world of 
hormones and relationships, at which, unlike maths, 
I was hopeless. 



My eureka moment was a record I discovered 
in my favourite indie record shop. Purple fish-eye 
spirals and weird, space age typography were 
imposed across languid, beautiful boys, posing with 
vintage guitars and Vox amps. "Come on, take me 
for a ride, take me to the other side, " they yearned 
over tremolo textures and ascending basslines. 

Spacemen 3 were my gateway drug. Backwards, 
their pilfering led to the 1 3th Floor Elevators, 
Suicide, Silver Apples. Forwards, the space-age 
dronepop of Stereolab. Now even ambient and 
electronic artists claim them as inspiration. Oh, but 
first love is the best, that transcendent space-gospel 
hybrid of wubbing analogue synths and wall-of- 
sound guitars, soaring towards heaven... 

Their contemporaries, Loop, were on a similar 
but darker trajectory. The same hallmarks, Moebius 
strips of riffs repeated over and over with growing 
intensity until the sound collapsed in on itself like 
black holes of heaviness. 'Collision' throbs like 
the engines of a massive spaceship, interlocking 
fragments of Metal whirring like clockwork. 
That cusp of Eighties/Nineties psych, drone and 
spacerock, it's my thing. The Telescopes trading 
thrashy garage psych for the spacey, sitar-driven 
dreams of Celestial and Everso. Jessamine and 
their mountains of analogue electronics declaring 
'(I'm Not Afraid Of) Electricity'. The Psychedelphia 
scene, The Asteroid No 4 singing love songs 
to UFOs. Flying Saucer Attack. All those wibbly 
wubbly records on Ochre, Earworm, Kranky and 
Rocket Girl. 

From the dawn of mankind, our better instincts, 
our hopes and dreams have aimed towards the 
stars, through Stonehenge or The Hubble Space 
Telescope. The border country where science meets 
imagination, the dream of astronomy, across all 
humankind, Babylonians, Greeks, Mayans, Druids. 
This is the promise of spacerock. "lean take you 
there, if there's a sun in the sky. " 
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not out of ammo yet 

Words: Kieron Gillen 
Photography: Michael Lavine 

Be Your Own Pet I ist what they lost 
from badlandsto boardrooms 



As Jonas Stein picks up the phone, I'm still 
weighing up my options of how to approach 
the return of Be Your Own Pet's punky-garage 
party. Then he makes it a whole lot easier. 

"They're making us take off three of our 
songs on the album due to lyrical content," says 
the guitarist. "This has been a really big issue 
for us. There was talk about maybe changing 
the lyrics a bit or re-recording but we decided 
we don't want to compromise our art." 

Which is a surprise, but thankfully a problem 
forthe US, not us. This is an American Issue, and 
clearly their problem in more than one way. 
Listening to the full 15 tracks on Get Awkward, 
you're struck by many things, but an obvious 
need to be sanitised isn't among them. 

"Our label were really upset-they couldn't 
do anything about it," Jonas says of Thurston 
Moore's Ecstatic Peace. "It was some lawyers 
or some attorneys who found this out, finally 
read the lyric sheet far too late in the game, 
and told us. This past week we've been really 
bummed out, honed in on corporate America 
and how upsetting it is... 

"We write some teenage angst lyrics, and 
if some girl kills themselves then the record 



label gets sued. Everyone's afraid of getting 
sued in this country." 

The songs in question are 'Black Hole', 
'Becky' and 'Blow Yr Mind', and the problems 
suggest a fundamental humour failure on the 
part of The Suits™. 'Black Hole' accelerates 
through a teenage strop, aggressive and 
frustrated as a dry hump. Its passing solution 
to boredom? To go and kill somebody. 'Becky' 
is a slower fantasy of homicide, but closer 
companion of Zombina AndTheSkeletones' 
drive-in fantasy of Fifties rebellion than 
anything you'd take seriously. And 'Blow 
Yr Mind'? "It's just an aggressive-sounding 
song," sighs Jonas. "Isupposetheremustbe 
something in there." 

After making an album of B-movie thrills, 



'Everyone's afraid of 
getting sued in this 
country' 



it's an annoyingly sober gatecrasher to the 
party. "In my opinion, if something tragic 
happens and someone goes and takes their life 
or kills 20 people with a shotgun at their school 
- it's not because of the music they listen to," 
Jonas says. "It's their own personal problems, 
their own social lives. They can listen to country 
to rap or Be Your Own Pet -I don't think it's 
going to make a difference." 

Which is the only sane thing to think, but it's 
not exactly a sane mindset they're dealing with. 
"The album that comes out in North America... 
it's going to be missing some key parts," says 
Jonas. "It's missing our shortest and most 
aggressive songs. It's missing one of our longest 
and most dynamic songs - and it's missing one 
of my personal favourite rock songs, 'Black 



Hole'." Their label seems just as frustrated, and 
have (correctly) released the rights on the song 
rather than leaving them buried alive. "We can 
do whatever we want with them ourselves," 
says Jonas, "release them on another indie, 
put them out ourselves... We're definitely 
going to get them out there." 

Which leads you to wonder about whether 
there's some kind of punk rock avuncularism 
between the band and Thurston. While Jonas 
always admired Sonic Youth, it's only solidified 
since they were signed. "They kept it really 
good and artistic and creative and wonderful. 
You can still get lost in them," he says. "It's 
not like 'Here's Sonic Youth when they're old' 
but, 'Here's Sonic Youth in a later stage of 
their career'." 

Dealing with Moore personally rewrote 
his perspectives. "He's a lot different from 
what I expected from listening to his music... 
which is a very bad way to judge people's 
personality. He's artistic and not like a 
strange quiet artsy dude, but knows how to 
be very social, always puts in his artistic input 
into the label for records and artwork and 
all that stuff. Even though he is busy with 
Sonic Youth, he still makes time for bands 
on his label. " 

But for all the support, they're left with 
an album that's coming out at home missing 
a few limbs. Jonas has trouble imagining even 
listening to that version. "Hopefully people will 
still be just as satisfied..." he says. "Hopefully 
people will understand." 

www.beyourownpet.net 
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Bauhaus first formed in 1978. Over the course of four hot years, they unintentionally birthed 
a genre (Goth), moved en, moved forward and surged mercy rial through the pest-punk music 
scene. It was a wild, Inspired, entralling sound. And it still Is, Now there Is a new record, 
available from Recortfstoreco.uk. 
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The band spent 2007 at weight-loss camps, alcoholics' dry-out facilities, and a race car 
school, yet has also found time to pen, record, and road-test their sophomore offering, 
Brain Thrust Mastery. The First single from the album h After Hours* is available now. 



www. wearesc ie ntists. Co m www. brainth rustmastery - C om 
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'Mr Love & Justice' the new album by the great English songwriter and performer Billy 
Bragg, it s exactly sla years since the release of his last album. 'England, Half English'. The 
new album has been produced by Grant Showbiz and features Bragg' s band The Blokes. 
They are joined by the legendary Robert Wyatt, the guest vocalist on a track (and first single). 





Hercules & Love Affair is 2008s most exciting dancefloor concoct Ion p an arthouse vision of 
pure pop by way of futuristic electron lea and classic dance music, where beautiful, bruising 
harmonies and tensile rhythms collide in resurgent soundscapes and emotive disco workouts. 
Includes the single Blind, featuring Antony Hegarty on vocals. 
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Royworld are one of the most distinct and dlsarmlngly unique bands In a long while. Their 
epic eccentricity in both sound and production has created a bold new indle-rock. 
Order It now from Recordstore.co.uk. 

"Crashing, carousing, airwave-friendly anthems... TYieyW be huge." - The Guardian 
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Following the critically acclaimed Loveheart In 2006, Merz's new album is his most concise 
and commercially relevant work to date. 

Tipsy, melancholic folk songs, a subtly deployed electronic pulse and,,. As English as wet grass. 
this wholesome record hums with the promise Of toe coming spring" - WORD 
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read the label: language of stone 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Photography: Cat Stevens 

Analogue solutions to modern problems, 
with Espers-affiliated Language Of Stone 



Standing stones shimmer in a bright orange sunrise; 
a white-gowned woman curls up to sleep in a ferny 
grove; goats gather round an old well; and a huge 
old tree spreads its branches across a soft sky. These 
are some of the images that'll dance in your mind 
after a glance at Language Of Stone's website and 
record sleeves: pastoral, dreamlike, with a mixture 
of innocence and mystery that says to many folk 
music- in old-time, curlicued letters, most probably. 

But Language Of Stone isn't- 1 don'tthink- 
a folk label. Leaving aside the inherenttrickiness 
of the term, its current usage - to describe acoustic, 
traditional-based music - doesn't quite apply here. 
Language Of Stone draws less from traditional 
music perse and more from the rock forms that 
used it as just one of many inspirations in the 
experimental climate of the Sixties and Seventies: 
folk-rock, progressive rock, spacerock, krautrock. . . 
all those mindbending offshoots of rock'n'roll that 
bubbled up as the studio's technological possibilities 
were explored hand in hand with esoteric ideas, 
psychedelic excursions and political radicalism. 

Language Of Stone's mission statement makes 
it clear that a concern for recording and production 
is crucial to this new label's identity - hardly 
surprising, considering it was set up by guitarist 
and producer Greg Weeks. Best known for his work 
in Philadelphia sextet Espers, you'll find Weeks' on 
production credits for releases by Marisa Nadler and 
Fern Knight among many others, bringing out the 
nuances in singers' voices while adding unearthly, 
vintage electronic textures to their songs. In keeping 
with the audible warmth of his production work, 
Weeks cites, "Organic musicianship and the human 
element" as priorities for Language Of Stone. 



"As an increasingly 
technology-driven 
society I think it's 
important to retain 
certain organic 
elements of humanity, 
things that have served 
us well in the past and 




'Feminine energy is 
a big part of it. Even 
among the male 
artists' 



are in no need of upgrading," he replies when 
I ask him to expound on this. " Recorded music 
has always been reliant on technology, but analogue 
technology kept musicians and producers from 
dehumanising a process that is inherently 1 00 
per cent human. All modern radio hits are victims 
of the sterility that inorganic technological and 
marketplace forces have applied to an art form 
that thrived, warts and all." 

Yet it's not that Language Of Stone's artists are 
simply reverential towards things past. Instead, it's 
as if they're striving to connect with a way of making 
music-and living -in an often alienating present 
time. The layered harmonies of Brooklyn sisters 
Festival seem nostalgic at first listen, yet the actual 
voices are modern in phrasing, the recording fresh 
and vibrant. Mountain Home's balladry is laden 



down with an idea of a natural wilderness that's 
increasingly hard to realise outside of song and 
imagination. The Royal Trux-ish guitar and vox 
pileups of Lights and the spoken-songs of llya 
Monosov indicate - despite the latter's baroque 
instrumentation - a grounding in more modern 
redrawings of rock: post-rock, noise and DIY. 
What brings these artists together? 

"The answer always boils down to something 
community-based but unquantifiable- well, maybe 
Greil Marcus could distil it, butldon'tthinkhe's 
going to any time soon ! All of our artists are good 
people, talented musicians, and they have shared 
aesthetic, social and/or political leanings. The 
roster is increasingly varied in sonic texture and 
approach, but there is a through line. Perhaps my 
brain provides it. Feminine energy is a big part of 
it. Even among the male artists." 

It's certainly the case that intriguing female 
voices shine through the label's output thus far. 
Some of these are delicate and intricate, like Orion 
Rigel Dommisse's crystalline, timeless tones; others 
lose you in yelps and gasps, whirls of abandon; 
some, like Gillian Chadwick's on Ex-Reverie's 
wayward, prog-hued album The Door Into Summer, 
attempt to paint an entire spectrum of power, 
fragility, wisdom and sensuality. The human voice 
is clearly a guiding force for Language Of Stone. 

"All great music is based on song, " says Weeks. 
"Instrumental music is hard in that it's difficult 
to generate intense emotions without a human 
identity to latch onto. A human voice elicits an 
immediate response; a solo guitar piece generally 
relies on strength of composition to elicit an equal 
response. That said, I have no agenda other than 
releasing what moves 
me, and the human 
voice moves me 
very much. So 
does minimalism, 
but there aren't many 
modern-day minimalist 
composers friending 
me on MySpace!" 

Language Of Stone 
was, in part, set up in 
reaction to Weeks' 
efforts, "To get labels 
I've been on or affiliated 
with to release records 
by neglected emerging 
artists. I kept trying 
to get people into the 
idea of allowing me 
an imprint or M&D deal, and finally my persistence 
paid off" -with a distribution deal with Drag City. 
While Weeks cites, "Virgin, Brain, Ohr, Elektra 
and Harvest" as "The models for Language Of 
Stone's aesthetic", he's affectionately pragmatic: 
"Hindsight shows that even the classic labels or 
imprints were flashes in the pan of commerce. 
The indie labels of today are more along the lines 
of Peel's Dandelion, or ELP's Manticore... people 
passionate about music trying to get the word out, 
with a hint of vanity ensconced in the process." 
While Weeks may be realistic about the role 
of any label in today's musical climate, when 
asked if a sense of place is important to Language 
Of Stone, his reply is firmly idealistic: 

"Place and geography are critical! Only, the 
geography is global. The roster is thus far drawn 
from Americans, largely, but I'm interested in 
illuminating the global connectivity of this 'scene'. 
Especially because so much of it has to do with 
a desire to step back off the technological cliff and 
re-establish the presence of the natural world in 
life. It's important for people to see that they aren't 
isolated in their perspectives, especially at so critical 
a time in world history." 

www.languageofstone.com 
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MANMAN 

RABBIT HABBrTS 

Available April 7th. 



"Man Man's power isn't derived from the 
genres they stumble across, or the maniac 
light in their eyes, or the sweat pooling in 
their beards, It's the unbearable sadness 
in their marrow and how they transform it, 
like the existentially distressed but heroically 
steadfast men men they are, into a terrible 
and lionhearted joy" - Pitchfork 



APPEARING LIVE: 

09-May Sussex - ATP (ATP vs Pitch Fork) 

10-May Sussex -ATP 

11 -May Dublin - Whelans 

12-May Glasgow -TBC 

13-May London - Cargo 

14-May Manchester - The Phoenix 

15- May Bristol - Start The Bus 
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"The most exciting hip- hop album 
of the year. It's the hottest rock-rap 
fusion since peak Beastie Boys." 
- NY Daily News 

LIVE with Chali 2na (Jurassic 5) 
and Boots Riley (The Coup): 

05-MAR... EXETER - EXETER PHOENIX 
06-MAR... LONDON - JAZZ CAFE 

Album Featuring: Amp Fiddler 
Lyrics Born Gift Of Gab Juvenile 

MrLif DJZ-Trip Chali 2na Boots 
Riley Lateef The Truth Speaker 



anti.com galacticfunk.com 
myspace.com/galactic 



New Album 

MYSTERYJIEPEATS 

Out Now. 

"Holland's own 

freeform B-Boy wonders" 

- DJ Magazine 



$**!• 



ff^T.1 ' 



myspace.com/petephillyandperquisite 

petephillyandperquisite.com 
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Oh Per ; World is the long-awaited new st |» om chamber-rock trio Rasputina. Deciding 

that current world events were more bizarre than anything from the distant past, Rasputina foundress 
Melora Creager culled words, phrases and whole stories from the internet that especially intrigued her 
to create the lyrical inspiration for this album. 

Rasputina have built a loyal and committed following over six releases, and their latest album is sure 
not to disappoint. Available NOW. 

"Lots of bands can do quirky but few can do madder-than-a-bag-of- 
weasels-with-mercury -poisoning better than Rasputina." Kerrang (4K) 
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An attempt to connect with 8-bit disco anarchists Crystal Castles 



Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Andrew Whitton 



On television, a single British man and a married 
American woman have fallen in love with each 
other's Second Life avatar. On the internet, forum- 
coordinated clans of child hackers are in pitched 
cyberwar against a Hollywood celebrity cult. 
On the stereo is Crystal Castles. Disco songs with 
cold hearts and dead eyes, battered keyboards and 
vintage arcade games cracked open and pulled 
apart, but not damaged, remade: as Frankenstein's 
monsters, or the demi-human cyborgs of Shinya 
Tsukamoto's Tetsuo, wires entering skulls, skin 
turned to tarnished chrome. There's a sense of 
coldness here, but there's pain too. If dance music 
aims in part to trigger or replicate moments of 
chemical euphoria, Crystal Castles seem to evoke 
a similar but different feeling: of sedation and 
self-medication, of cuts and breakages kept at arm's 
length, through handfuls of pills or long huffs from 
plastic bags. Their T-shirt is Madonna's face with 
a black eye - and I think, wow, that's perfect. 

I'm off to meet Crystal Castles. I go with some 
trepidation. I've been reading a FAQ they have 
written on the website of their record label where 
they answer a few simple questions with a mix of 
brevity, unhelpfulness and arrogance. "Q: Is it true 
your sound developed from mixing an old arcade 
machine chip with your keyboard? A: No, I smushed 
a birthday cake into my keyboard. " "Q: How do you 
feel about the upcoming 8-bit scene? A: We do not 
care about the 8-bit scene. " Facts presented not to 
aid, butto dissuade. 

Crystal Castles sit in a dimly lit apartment in 
Stoke Newington. Vocalist Alice Glass, with brutal 
bob and kick-ass army boots, grins and swigs lager. 
Ethan Fawn gazes out impassively from a hoodie 
and talks with careful neutrality that suggests 
weariness, or wariness. " By the way, I haven't slept 
for two days," he begins. The first thing I learn is 
that the album I've been listening to-their debut, 
Crystal Castles- apparently sounds nothing like 
the finished version, which was mixed by the band's 
friend Lexx before Christmas. "We wanted some 
mixed versions for the promos but I don't know 
whatthe fuck happened," Ethan explains. "We 
just wanted it so if you play it loud it sounds as good 
on the speakers as it does in your headphones. " 

Right. Has anyone else helped out on the record? 

" No, we've stuck to the formula of: I do the 
music, she does the vocals. " 

Alice, do you have any musical input? 

Alice: " He writes the tracks and I pick 'em. " 

Ethan, do you make music in solitude? 

"Yeah," slurs Ethan. He's slumped back on the 
sofa and his eyes are drooping shut. "At five in the 
morning. Half-awake and half-asleep." 

So, what equipment do you use? I get the 
impression you make music from a pretty limited 
set-up. 

" It's not that limited. I just. . .find. . .fuck it, I can't 
answer this stuff, I'm asleep. [To Alice] Just tell him 
what I do." 



Alice grins. Part apologetic, part mischievous. 

So is your musical equipment customised? 

Ethan: "It's like, any electronic device, if you 
open it up and play with the insides, you can get 
annoying sounds. . . pretty sounds. . .[trails off]. " 

Alice kicks him in the leg: "[Laughing] Do you 
want me to slap you?" 

What sort of mood does Crystal Castles evoke? 

Ethan: "You can decide. We just wanted it to be 
all the same mood." 

Alice, are there defining themes to your lyrics? 

Alice: " Not really, every song is different. " 

Are they personal to you? 

"Well, I wrote them, so I guess. " 

Some people would consider songwriting to be 
a more abstract thing. 

"It's not just how the syllables fit. I can't say 
much more than that. " 

What's the lyric you're happiest about? 

She thinks. " Maybe 'Courtship Dating'. It's a 
song about using the bodies of people in taxidermy. 
A way of preserving them forever. " 

Interviewing Crystal Castles feels oddly counter- 
intuitive: the more you ask, the less you feel you 
know. So here's the edited digest. Ethan grew up 
in Ontario and used to play in a hardcore band called 
Jakarta, although a quick Google reveals that as 
recently as 2006, he fronted a Hellacopters-style 
cock-rock band called Kill Cheerleader ("Kill 
Cheerleader are an axe to the face of emo ! "). 

He says he met Alice when the two were 
performing community service, reading to the blind, 
and they bonded over their love of local no-wave 
bands: Skingraft's AIDSWolf, 5RC's The Sick Lipstick. 
Alice invited Ethan to see her noise-rock band, Fetus 
Fatale, and impressed, he asked her to sing on his 
new project, electronic productions pieced together 
on vintage equipment and modified circuit boards. 

"I hate new equipment. I hate anything you can 
buy from the store with pre-set sounds," he says. 
" My favourite instrument is a circuit board from the 
late Sixties, early Seventies which teaches college 
students to work circuit boards - it makes this weird 
blip sound to tell you that you're wrong." 

The result of Alice's first vocal warm-up, 'Alice 
Practice', became their first single on London's 
Merok Records, the blogs went crazy - and the 
rest, the rest is all zeros and ones. 

Technology is ostensibly there to make everything 
easy, but I wonder if our relationship with 
technology these days is that it fails, it breaks, 
it doesn't do what it's supposed to. Is there any 
of that in Crystal Castles? 

Alice: "Urn. ..we get spam messages all 
the time." 

Ethan: "Technology's never failed us." 
What's been your favourite live show? 
Ethan: "All of them. All of them are great." 
I think back to a post on the Plan B Forum 
which took issue with Crystal Castles' live show 



in Brighton, which accused them of refusing to put 
on a show, of sneering, of throwing beer. I ask, do 
you ever attempt to appear confrontational? 

Ethan scoffs: "Attempt to? No. We just do what 
we do." 

Well, is there any appeal to appearing 
confrontational? 

Ethan: "I don't even understand that question." 

I mean, do you ever want to push people away - 
to annoy or appal? 

Ethan: "Wejust wanna play oursongs... live." 

Alice: "Riots are always better. There's been 
some fucked-up shows. Speakers falling on kids. 
Security being fucking assholes." 

Ethan: "There was a show where people kept 
jumping onstage with her like she was Morrissey 
in the Eighties. They had to get six security guys 
to form a chain. Kids were still jumping over the 
security guards to touch her. So the security guards 
started getting violent towards the kids. One kid 
got his head broken open. Once we played a house 
party and it was too loud and the neighbours called 
the cops- but instead of people leaving they 
thought it'd be a good idea to throw beer bottles. " 

Alice: "So they sent in a fucking riot squad..." 

Ethan: "And a fucking helicopter." 



'Riots are always 
better' 



A band in a riot: wow, music hack's dream, 
amirite? Actually, not so much. Crystal Castles 
appear exactly that thing I hoped they wouldn't be: 
fashionable nihilists, joyless anarchists. Originally 
I wondered if the band were reticent in interviews 
because everyone asks them about their famous 
friends (The Klaxons) or tries to slot them awkwardly 
into scenes (nu-rave, 8-bit, circuit-bending), but 
actually, I think they just hate magazines and hate 
talking about their band and particularly hate the 
thought of being caught saying something uncool. 
I hear the music, and I can hear the heart in it 
somewhere, but I reckon if I were to make an 
incision into its chest, I'd find it gone -ventricles 
severed by wire cutters, ripped out and soldered 
somewhere you'll never, ever find. I wonder why 
they bother with interviews-why not pull a 
Kraftwerk, foster an enigma? But I don't ask that. 

Is there anything you're looking forward to 
doing in the UK? 

Ethan: "Sleeping. [To Alice] Can you do the 
photoshoot by yourself please?" 

Alice: "Why don't you, like, play dead?" 

Do you want to be doing Crystal Castles forever? 

Ethan: "[With abject weariness] We've never 
thought about forever. We just think about now. " 
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Words: Stevie Chick 
Photography: Piper Ferguson 



The roots of Mark Lanegan and Greg Dulli's Gutter Twins duo go much deeper than the grunge 
explosion, years of false starts, and religious dogma 



"We almost fought once, while making the record. 
Almost. I can't remember what started it, but I do 
remember that we were out driving on the highway, 
down by the coast, and arguing over something... 
We decided, that was it, we had to fight. And so 
then we started arguing about where to fight- 
should we just pull over and fight here? Somewhere 
else? If so, where? And once we heard ourselves 
fighting over where to have the fight, we found it 
so funny that we decided to have lunch instead." 

Did you fancy your chances? 

"I used to think I could whoop him. Back in the 
Nineties. I don't think that anymore." 

He looks younger now than he did then... 

"Well, he's taking care of himself now. . .I've 
seen some things that lead me to believe I could 
probably have tagged him a couple of times, and 
gotten a couple of good jabs in. But I don't fancy 
the outcome [laughs]." 

"I said Lord, please give me what I need 

He said 'There's pain and misery' 

Oh, sweet oblivion feels alright" 

- 'Shadow Of The Season', Screaming Trees 

It's morning in America, specifically California, and 
specifically 1 0am, an hour Greg Dulli used to be 
a stranger to, as one of the more giddily hedonistic 
rockers of the Grunge era. An hour Mark Lanegan 
would similarly have greeted with a forbidding 
snarl through most of his twenties and thirties, 
had it been foolish enough to alight upon him. 

Today, however, these Gutter Twins are alive 
and awake, talking about Saturnalia, the first 
album they've recorded together under this guise. 
The collaboration began in the early Noughties, 
Lanegan plucking the band name from the air and 
announcing the projectto a credulous journalist. 
His story was later read by an Italian Dulli fan, who 
called the great man at his home, at 1 0am LA time. 
Luckily, Greg was already awake - "There was a 
ballgame in Cincinatti that I wanted to watch on 
TV" - and was receptive to the idea, this being the 
first he'd heard about it. 

"Y'know, it seemed like the thing to say," 
reasons Lanegan today, with a dry chuckle. 
"We'd already done stuff together, I'd sung with 
the Twilight Singers on record and live, and he'd 
played keyboards in my band. I was just kidding 
around, but then it became serious. " 

The Gutter Twins are, in many ways, a dream 
pairing. They'd known each other since a Sub Pop 
Records party around 1 989 (Dulli's Afghan Whigs 
and Lanegan's Screaming Trees both signed to the 
Seattle imprint for some early releases). Both groups 
even played a couple of shows together in the early 
Nineties, though Mark's penchantfor storming 
offstage before the Trees' set was through meant 
their relationship remained stalled. 

While the Whigs and the Trees won some 
acclaim in the wake of the grunge explosion, they 
were assuredly out of step with the movement. 



The Ohio-born Whigs, Sub Pop's first non- 
Northwestern signing, were steeped in soul, 
their magnum opus, 1 993's Gentlemen LP, 
the wonderfully impassioned and unforgivingly 
exacting howl of the male ego. The Trees - from 
Ellensburg, Washington - started out as reedy 
garage psychedelicists, before shifting, under 
Mark's guidance, into classic rock-soaked excursions 
in remorse and regret, peaking with 1 992's Sweet 
Oblivion. Oblivion -or a desperate clawing for same 
-was something Mark and Greg shared throughout 
the Nineties, along with a depth, subtlety and 
substance which often eluded the music of their 
flannel-clad peers. 

The duo met again at the end of the decade, 
at a radio performance Lanegan was recording. 
"I talked to him a little bit then," remembers Mark. 
"Then he sent me a CD of some stuff that he had 
done. He ended up being in LA at the same time as 
me, and we became good friends. " Their friendship 
was cemented onstage, Lanegan guesting with 
Dulli's Twilight Singers, and Greg playing keyboards 
and singing with The Mark Lanegan Band. 

An initial plan to record together with members 
of the Hi Records in-house band got as far as Dulli 
booking studio time at Memphis's Royal Recording 



in its black clouds of noise and bleak passages 
of soul-noir - and thematically, with its riffs on 
redemption and religion. Dulli says he hears, 
" Maybe one song of mine about girls, and the 
same for Mark. You know what I mean? 

"I was raised Catholic, I was an altar boy for 
a couple of years," he continues. "My mother's very 
religious. I believe that there's something else. . .I've 
certainly pondered the 'what's next?' phenomenon. 
I've taken rides on the existential super-highway, 
and I have stopped at a few exits. I'm relatively sure 
you never outrun a Catholic background - it's like 
a cult, isn't it? When you take a young mind and 
pound it with concepts like 'original sin' -you're 
basically told that you're born fucked, and unless 
you are superhuman in your humanity, you are 
going to burn in the pits of Hell. I imagine some of 
that's still in there. The tenets of religion are good. 
It's the dogma that crushes it for me. " 

The mention of cults finds Dulli guffawing in 
disbelief at the recently circulated footage of Tom 
Cruise shilling for Scientology. "Oh my God... It's 
so frightening. When he talks about a Scientologist 
being the only person to help someone in a car 
crash, I thought, why aren't you helping people with 
cancer and AIDS? Why aren't you using your infinite 



'I think that the looming presence of 
mortality began to unconsciously 

apply itself -Greg Dulli 



Studio, before Lanegan's enrollment in Queens 
Of The Stone Age scuppered them. Then, one 
Christmas early this decade, the duo entered a 
nondescript studio with, Lanegan says, "Absolutely 
nothing. And we came out with three or four 
finished songs. But it was awhile before we could 
work together again." 

The rest of the album would be written and 
recorded in spurts across the years that followed, 
a turbulent period during which both struggled 
with, and ultimately bested, their respective habits, 
and Dulli weathered the destruction of his beloved 
adopted home of New Orleans, and the death of 
his dear friend, film director Ted Demme. "Anything 
that stretches over four or so years, like this album 
did, becomes a journey," offers Dulli. "A lot can 
happen in fouryears, and did. It's like looking back 
over a diary, I guess. I've never kept a diary, and 
I don't have a lot of old photographs, so I kind of rely 
on my songs to let me know who I was, and where 
I was." He adds, cryptically, "I think that the looming 
presence of mortality began to unconsciously apply 
itself. Sometimes the cost of learning is high... I'd 
say that both Mark and I have paid a hefty fee. " 

Saturnalia is a dark album, even in context of its 
creators' previous work. It's heavy, both musically - 



powers to get warring factions to sit down at a table 
and talk, instead of keeping Brooke Shields off of 
anti-depressants, and Kirstie Alley off of fucking 
pasta and cakes? It's all cracked over here, man." 

TheGutterTwins-theirnamea pointed nod to 
Mick'n'Keef's production pseudonym 'The Glimmer 
Twins', and The Toxic Twins' AKA Aerosmith's Steve 
Tyler and Joe Perry - are a group with a combined 
past that should've crushed them. Instead, they 
offer something of a future. 

"There's no way we'll just do just one record, 
I wouldn't have signed up for it if that was the 
case," says Greg Dulli, finally. "I said, 'Let's do this 
'til we're old men, and see where it goes' when we 
first talked about The Gutter Twins" 

You sense Mark Lanegan is a man with few 
close, trusted friends, and a couple of them are 
already gone. Certainly, there's great weight to his 
words when he says, of collaborating with Dulli, 
"We're really good friends. We enjoy hanging out, 
so half the battle's done already. He finishes my 
musical thoughts very easily. I spent a lot of time in 
a band where things were pretty volatile, but we 
managed to create. But it's definitely much more 
enjoyable making music with someone with whom 
you're on the same page. " 
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From their early, classic techno to new album Quaristice Autechre's 3D electronica continues to 
redraw sonic blueprints and map out new routes for intrepid navigators of space, time # distance 
and sound. Plan B gets geometric, talks wires, builds imaginary cities with Sean Booth and Rob Brown 



: David McNamee 
iraphy: Alice Rosenbaum 



"We stand at the dawn of an era that will see 
the emancipation of architecture from matter. 
The intuition that allows us to even consider 
architecture as 'frozen music' or music as 
'molten architecture' comes from an ancient 
understanding that architecture exceeds 
building, as music exceeds sound. Music, 
especially computer music, will have much 
to teach the new liquid and gravity-free 
architecture"- Elizabeth Martin, Architecture 
As Translation Of Music, 1994 

Rob goes to the toilet. The tape clicks onto the 
other side. Half an hour into an intense debate 
about -well, not music exactly, but sound; the 
facts and frequencies of music- and his partner, 
Sean, for the first time, seems lost for words. 



"Yeah, what was he on about then?" 
He laughs awkwardly. "Music. " 

It's funny to see Sean's motormouth 
certainty stutter as the conversation changes 
gear. "It's just a bit weird. Generally, it's a 
bit weird." 

I had kind of anticipated this, actually. 
Reams of interviews with Autechre show that 
Sean Booth and Rob Brown squirm away from 
any touching on interpretation or analysis. 
They find this side of interviews bemusing and 
unnecessary. So I'm easing them in with a half- 
hour discussion on 'gear'. Wires and numbers 
and the filename-like names of kit, flowing 
deliciously like code in their Rochdale accents. 

I like finding out about this stuff. Autechre 
are animated, telling me about the "nuclear- 



proof oscillators" they ripped out of Sean's 
dad's Seventies German military vehicle. "We 
had an amphibious car when I was a kid!" 
Sean says. "He used to drive up and down 
the canal an' stuff. He was a bit of a renegade, 
I suppose." 

"You have to pull the wires apart and join 
them up with tape," Rob is explaining. "There's 
all these weird bands. Funny standards. Military 
standards. Some of it's almost unusable, but 
there's matrix mixers, multichord..." 

There's something quite manly about sitting 
here talking about wires that I like. It's almost 
a chore to have to talkabout their newalbum, 
their ninth, Quaristice, which is typically 
beautiful, even if beauty seems not only 
the wrong word but value judgement too. 
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L-R Sean Booth, Rob Brown 



autechre 



" No, no, it's not generated stuff, " Sean 
emphasises, agitatedly, when I inquire on the LP's 
development. "The last album with generated stuff 
on was Confield, and that's only three tracks." 

"Everybody still goes on about how they're 
all generated. . . " starts Rob. 

" It's a load of crap! " seethes Sean, shouting. 
" People assume that you've done it with some 
esoteric software. No! " 

The "generated stuff" is one of the biggest 
misconceptions about Autechre. Ever since Rob 
and Sean drifted from the gorgeous, warm techno 
of their classic Nineties albums, into what some 
perceive as more 'mathematical' explorations from 
2001 's Con field onwards, critics have rhapsodied 
an oblique strategy trialled on that album as the 
equation to understanding how Autechre works. 
Rob and Sean's experiments with the Max/MSP 
application involved designing their own software 
controllers, which would process 'data' (music, 
to us non-techies) independently, reconfiguring 
itself according to human adjustments to the 
controller's algorithms. 

For those looking for a way into the 'difficult' 
new Autechre, this construct allowed people to 
envision that this music which was so abstracted 
from convenient human or real-life counterpoints - 
in the way that the sound played by instruments 
prompts instant associations with physicality or 
motion, or culturally-encoded images ('pastoral' 
tones evoking a bucolic pseudo-synaesthesia for 
example) - was the first true computer music. 
That it was the sound of data folding in on itself, 
getting things wrong, making computer jazz. 

"We're from a background where there's 
a lot more ways of processing audio than just 
computers," complains Sean. "We use computers 
to develop ideas for software and synthesis and stuff 
like that. But all the sound generation was coming 
from kit. We just use a Nord G2, Akai MPC1 000, 
Electron machine drum. And that's enough ! " 

"Nowadays with a hardware controller, it's about 
people realising that they've got 1 digits to deal 
with, they can do infinitely more things than with 
a mouse and click," adds Rob. "And the ROM chips 
now can be expanded. I've got the MPC 1 000 - 
a Japanese kid wrote his own software for it. And 
he'll update it forever. Until he decides to do a 
completely new groundbreaking software. And you 
can even email him and say look, I want it to do this. 
He can update it in four weeks time! It's ridiculously 
fast. You can have a chip that can be rewritten." 

Quaristice evolved out of unique musical patterns 
the boys had been dropping in their live sets. 
Working on these fragments in their studio, they'd 
create hour-long jams which would be edited down 
to regular three- or four-minute album tracks. 

Is there a certain physical sensation or headspace 
that you lock into that, when you're doing 
something, you immediately recognise as being 
Autechre? I think it's quite a tense feeling usually, 
but not unpleasant. You can feel your muscles 
tightening even though your mind might be 
soothed - or dazzled - by the sounds. 

"We probably really like it! " grins Sean. "That 
feeling? We probably really like that. I do like things 
to be intense. I like to feel like I'm experiencing a lot. 
Erm... that's probably slightly cos of drug use. I like 
things to be hyper-full on. I like rollercoasters. Fast 
things. Y'know, I like fast cars. The standard male 
pursuits, right?" 

The only thing I can compare it to is the tension 
you sometimes feel between your body and nearby 
physical shapes - like when you're near a very tall 
building. That feeling can be quite oppressive, but 
the sensation is interesting. 

They both nod. "Ah, yeah! " 

"Yeah, it makes you feel dizzy! " says Sean. 

"Yeah! "adds Rob. 



"We're not masochists," insists Sean. "I don't 
see it as a painful experience that I enjoy. But I enjoy 
it a lot. But I'm not trying to blur the line between 
pain and pleasure." He's really at pains to make 
this clear. "You've gotta understand that. I just like 
to be slightly disorientated by what I'm listening 
to. I watched Inland Empire three times this week. 
I love it! I still haven't figured it out." 

I'm worried that it's becoming too much of a cliche 
to talk about Autechre 's music in architectural 
terms. Their handle is often misinterpreted as 
deriving from 'audio architecture'; Rob studied 
architecture at university, he loves Santiago 
Calatrava (who reportedly bases his architecture 
on existing music) but is generally reluctant to make 
any specific comparisons with Autechre. But to 
me, architecture is central to what I use Autechre 
for. A lot of f loweriness has been written about 
'sonic blueprints for imaginary buildings', but 
Autechre is essentially ideas about shape and 
distance presented in audio form. 

Don't listen to Quaristice while working or 
engaged in activity. It won't make sense and it 
will annoy you. Try listening to it in the dark at 
first. It starves your brain of the impulse to connect 
sounds with external stimuli. You interpret the 
sound spatially. You feel as though your head is 
encased in a separate 3D plain, and the immersion 
sharpens the tools we use everyday to decode data 
about what the environment around us is like. You 
become aware of the space around you changing 
and reconstituting itself. And I think for that 
effect to work, for the sound to establish itself 
as geometry, the music needs to be hard. Is it this 



Really? 

"Yeah. We'd nei/eradmit it." 

Do you put specific feelings into your music that 
people can decode? 

"If you put an album of ours on," says Rob, "and 
you're in a car with your girlfriend on a beautiful 
night, you'll find something there that's relative. . . " 

"There's got to be one track! " cackles Sean. 
"That she doesn't mind! " 

It seemed more sophisticated for a while in 
music like this not to have any obvious emotional 
signifiers, replacing melodies derived from major 
or minor keys with a conflagration of tones that, if 
you were looking for some kind of soulful safety net, 
would smite you with a complex polyemotion. 

Boards Of Canada use their music to deliberately 
store glyphs that, for them, evoke specific memories 
of childhood, colours, shapes and drug trips - an 
attempt to engender a neutral headspace, a small 
pocket of safety in sound. It's hard to imagine 
Autechre surrendering to that kind of obviousness, 
but their music does soothe me; it reboots my head. 

"If I'm feelin' a bit blue everything's in minor," 
muses Sean. "There is emotional content. I know 
if I've been partying for a few days, then I do a track, 
it tends to be quite minor. " 

They mention the key-less interface of the 
MPC 1 000 they sometimes use to write melodies, 
which makes it impossible to pick out semitones. 

"So when I'm thinking about scales I'm thinking 
about distance instead," Sean says. "It's a different 
way of thinking. The melodies I come out with on 
that interface are totally different. " 

"You might wanna indulge a structure," 
suggests Rob, "so like I'll do two fingers each, but 



'We're not masochists. I just like to be 
slightly disorientated by what I'm 

listening tO' -Sean Booth 



structural hardness that people so often 
misinterpret as the "coldness" of Autechre? 

Energy Flash describes Autechre 's music as 
"impenetrable"; Simon Reynolds wondering aloud, 
"Ifthe'auf in their name stands for autism". It's 
assumed that the natural impulse for a listener is to 
attempt an emotional connection with sound, and 
that by concerning themselves largely with contour 
and texture, Autechre are somehow subverting 
a humanness that's as innate and craving as love. 

"Could we really make it any more universal if 
there was a vocal track involved?" wonders Sean. 
" I just think lyrics? FUCK OFF! When I was a kid, to 
get electro tracks I used to listen to soul stations. But 
it'd be mostly soul. And I'd be listening to it thinking, 
you can't really love me. You can't really be missing 
me. You can't really have missed my call last night." 

"Having an orgasm on the radio," offers Rob, 
"going, 'Make it better than eveeer! '" 

"It'sactin', innit?" Sean sneers. "Like when 
Whitney Houston does 'I Will Always Love You', 
she doesn't literally mean that, does she? She will 
always love me. It's bollocks. You don't mean that. " 

But for all the initial reluctance of people to 
accept techno as music that wasn't just for taking 
drugs to -that machine-made meant soulless -in 
modern techno there is now almost an over-reaction 
which seeks to invest electronic music with as much 
emotion as possible. 

I was reading a messageboard thread the other 
day compiling techno love songs; they mentioned 
your stuff on there. 

Both men erupt into laughter. 

"We've done a techno love song but I'm not 
gonna mention it! " chuckles Rob. 



I'll keep 'em apart. And then you've literally got 
1 6x4x4. . .You're already breaking into the second 
octave without realising. And at the same time, this 
weird. . .structure because your octave is moving 
equally around. You get into all sorts of deep water 
with that, mathematically. And if it sounds good 
then you don't think about it any further than that. " 

Do you discuss what Autechre is much between 
each other? 

"Not really. Not really. Sometimes. Sometimes. 
People talk about it a lot." Rob says. "Releasing 
albums. . .you don't expect people to ruminate. 
To destruct, self-destruct under the pressure, or be 
elevated . . .You know most synaesthesists suppress 
synaesthesia because it gets in the way of their 
normal life." 

Architecture As Translation Of Music is horribly 
pretentious. But in it, Elizabeth Martin considers 
that architecture will emancipate 'computer music' 
from sound and linear time, "Inspiring instead 
a new navigable music of places. " 

"Together," she wrote, in prose as hopeful 
and dated as the computer-generated dolphins 
in Autechre's 1 994 'Basscadet' video, "architecture 
and music will stand as the arts closest to the 
functioning of the human cognitive and affective 
apparatus. In dataworlds, buildings flow and music 
is inhabited. Architecture and music are bonded into 
a new discipline: archimusic." 

Audio architecture. In the absence of any 
clarification from Rob and Sean themselves, this 
will have to do. I want my music to dance about 
buildings; I want sound that scaffolds my head with 
all the strength and grace of Calatrava's bridges. 
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For nearly two decades, The Breeders have run amok # spiking 
alt rock's angst with wry pop and bad behaviour and dipping 
in and out of the limelight. Plan B takes a ramble through their 
new album Mountain Battles in the company of front-sisters Kim 
and Kelley Deal 



Words: Everett True 
Photography: Steve Double 




L-R Kim Deal, Kelley Deal 



Mountain Battles is the title of the new Breeders 
album. It starts with possibly my least favourite 
Breeders song of all time, 'Overglazed' - a euphoric 
stab at some weird sort of indie/dance crossover 
thing that Primal Scream would've released circa 
Screamadelica, with a little backwards guitar 
thrown in. 

Kim Deal: "We don't get any negative criticism." 

You don't? 

Kelley Deal: "I remember. ..I think it was the 
NMEand I was just understanding learning howto 
read the music press. It was of a song we recorded 
for 'Safari' [1 991 EP]. And they were talking about 
Kim Deal, whose sell-by date had expired." 

Kim: "That was like '92 or '91." 

I'm glad you're not mayonnaise. 



itself (the one I interviewed the band outside a New 
York deli for, discussing fellatio and Ohio), and 
thereafter loses the dancef loor connotations. It 
becomes spooky and rapturous and well-versed in 
the attrition of silence. It features call-and-response 
pleas to go visit Istanbul based on arcane religious 
tracts. It makes like the moonlight and spaghetti 
scene from Lady And The Tramp, with Kelley Deal 
over-emphasising her consonants in Spanish. It 
chugs, loses its way momentarily and moves on 
unabashed. 'Walk It Off begins like the finest Pixies 
song you ever heard ('Gigantic', at a pinch) and then 
continues along its own path, wantonly. It sounds 
like Kim Deal, for Christ's sake. 

The trouble with Kim and Kelley Deal is... I don't 
know. How do you capture moonlight in a jam jar? 
How do you shiver like a snowflake? 



'There's too much pop music out 
everywhere. It's like pop music, 
pop music, pop music...' -k 



on the up 

I know this isn't a conventional way to start a cover 
feature. The first Breeders album since Title TTCin 
2002 and a lucrative Pixies reunion - and blam, 
I launch straight in with a downer. The Breeders 
suck now they're sober and still nearly as old as 
me and the NME says Nicky Wire is the coolest man 
in rock again. Yeah, right. The reason I don't like The 
Breeders now is because. . .wait. I never said I didn't 
like The Breeders now. Read the sentence again. 
I just happen to like The Breeders rather a lot. 

Mountain Battles continues with possibly my 
second least favourite Breeders song of all time, 
'Bang On', a bass-heavy slice of self-deprecation 
that sounds like an outtake from 1 990's Pod 
(the minimal, Steve Albini-produced album that 
hastened the end of the Pixies) or perhaps 'Safari' 



-Kim Deal 



Happy's not bad 

"So, this new album," I begin, "recorded with Steve 
Albini again [and in LA and NYC, with a cheap Casio 
and Title TK veterans, drummer Jose Medelesand 
bassist Mando Lopez, for company]. . . " , momentary 
worry over confusing Kim for Kelley and vice versa 
over, orders of latte upgraded to include a triple 
shot and a healthy dollop of spit, picking at a salad 
in a fancy West London hotel where emo bands 
congregate in the foyer and wait, don't look now, 
but isthataSugababe behind us? 

"This new album of yours," I say, vaguely 
nervous. "I've lived with it and laughed to it, 
and I've played endless games of mindless Tetris 
derivatives to it, and I've fallen asleep to it and I've 
woken up to it and I've had near-death thoughts to 
it, and..." 
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"Why did you have near-death thoughts to it?" 
asks Kim. 

Oh, I always have those whenever I'm flying 
or doing the washing-up. It brings me closer to 
my perception of God, whatever that is. Do you 
believe in God? 

Kelley: "No. Fuck no." 

That's a 'fuck no' from Kelley. 

Kim: "You godless bitch. Honestly. . . " 

Who do you pray to when you're on a plane? 

" Like if we have some turbulence over the 
Atlantic, and everyone's like 'Oh my God!'?" asks 
Kelley. "I just have fear. I don't feel like something's 
going to rescue me." 

My family are religious and I sometimes think I've 
got the bum end of the deal - they have something 
to buoy them up during moments like that. I feel like 
I'm dumb not to believe in God. Cos it doesn't make 
any difference. 

Kim: "Yeah. It's like... I like Santa Claus." 

Why do you like Santa Claus? 

Kim: "It makes me feel better." 

Kelley: " I think that he's saying he might as well 
believe in God. It'd make your life easier. Is that what 
you're saying?" 

Yeah, happy'snotbad. 

"Exactly," nods Kim. "It didn't change when you 
became a father? You didn't say, 'Oh my God, there 
is a miracle of life'?" 

No, I thought my life was over. I was like, "Here's 
my replacement, I might as well die now" . What's 
the point of carrying on? He's a lot cuter, he's a lot 
smarter... he's a lot smaller. 

Kelley: "You can teach him some things, right?" 

Yeah. That's what bothers me. What am 
I going to teach him? I'm 46 and I still ain't got 
a proper job. 

Kim: "Right here, baby, right here." 

twin peaks 

'Overglazed' isn't a song. It's an overture. An 
overture to the rest of the album: a statement of 
intent - about the sound of The Breeders 2008, 
the feel: it makes you want to fall over in frustration 
and skin yr knees along Elm Grove. 'It's The Love' 
contains the sort of guitar solo that will make 
generations of male musicians grit their teeth in 
frustration - unadulterated, uncoordinated, 'Road 
Runner' genius. What makes The Breeders great? 
They make pop music sound so effortless. The two 
Deal sisters have great voices and a natural way 
around a harmony, but they also have a musical 
instinct that millions of bands should die for. 

Kim Deal has to control the sound. Just has 
to. It comes crashing in and ruins her everyday 
existence otherwise. Listen to the softened 'Night 
Of Joy' from the new album, and the flurry of 
mischievous intentions on 'German Studies', and 
believe. Lose yourself in the dark cadences and 
quietened introspection of album closer 'Mountain 
Battles', where noise mutates into isolation switches 
to audible abstinence. This is pop as visualised by 
William Saroyan or Richard Brautigan: full of life 
experience and sharp, child-like expression, never 
once brought low by burgeoning knowledge. 

Of course, these artists have their dark moments 
- Title 77C sometimes felt like nothing but- but 
ultimately these pale next to the sheer delight to 
be derived from living. 

As I switch on the tape recorder, we're talking about 
the fact I find it difficult to listen to 'Mountain 
Battles' (the track) on an aeroplane. Kim is midway 
through a tirade about iPods and the way volume is 
artificially increased to the detriment of the sound. . . 

" . . .because dense is really trendy right now, so 
they'll start with that. Now, if you put that algorithm 
on this, 'Shhhh. . . ' - it pulls the frequencies that 
could very well be a guitar! That could sound like 
a guitar. It picks these frequencies wider out- 



because, remember, it has to travel through that size 
speaker-so it boosts -if you take 'Shhhh...' and 
turn up something thatyou can hear- " 

Can I just - (tape cuts out) 

"And that's the end of the story. " 

Dense is trendy? Does that mean CDs are out? 

"CD is a bad product," states Kim firmly. 
" I thought it was bad when it was first introduced, 
and I'm not sorry to see it go, at all." 

I agree. I'm in the process of selling my CD 
collection. Action Painting, Afghan Whigs, The 
Amps, Adam Ant. . .all the way through to Cuban 
Sixties vocal group Los Zafiros. (OK. Not The Amps.) 
Who needs a CD when you can rip them to your 
computer? Tell your record company to burn all 
their Breeders CDs. Set lightto them. 

Kim: "Set//g/7ftothem?" 

Melt them! 

Kim: " Put them in the microwave and they 
start sparking." 

Kelley: "I like CDs." 

Kim: "You do?" 

I have an iPod. It's a really old one and it's, urn... 
American. So I can't charge it in this country. And 
I haven't been to America in three years. 

Kim: "Oh lord." 

high spirits 

Last time I spoke to Kim was in 2002, for Title TK. 
We had an Almost Famous moment when we 
gatecrashed an ATP chalet party, and I recall that 
Kelley was knitting backstage and drinking mineral 
water. The interview was rubbish - no, not rubbish, 
just surprisingly sensible. Kim was on a one-track, 
repeating the same sentence in response to my 



the Plan B office about the merit of individual tracks: 
some say the Spanish song is the worst moment and 
'Overglazed' the best. 

I'm siding with 'Istanbul' for the latter right now. 

to the city 

I'm going to ask a dumb question. Have you been 
to Istanbul? 

Kim: "No, have you?" 

Yeah, it's fucking awesome. I love Istanbul. 

Kim: "I was reading a book on the Crusades and 
there's this - they said, you know, Istanbul means, 
To the city'. And they continued on, you know, 
'Where are you going?' Urn. Istanbul." 

So you don't even have to write lyrics? You're 
totally lazy? 

Kim: "No, they didn't lay it out like that. But 
when they mentioned the city, and the answer was, 
To the city', I got a chant in my head that I couldn't 
get out. 'Where are you going/To the city. '" 

I can't get that chant out of my head. My friends 
in Istanbul are going to love it. 

Kim: "It's awful. Over and over and over again. 
Hopefully we don't sound like we're pretending that 
we're doing Turkish music, because we're not. " 

Why do you still call it The Breeders? 

Long silence and muttering. 

"I did The Amps, right," Kim says, eventually. 
"But then it's difficult, cos then when you're playing, 
is it like you're not supposed to play Breeders songs? 
I like bands." 

You like consistency? 

Kim: "Oh, I love it. I hate it when bands change 
line-up or any sort of thing like that." 

Well, you just changed. 



If you called yourself the Pixies would 
you sell loads more records? 
Kim: 'Well, it would be a controversial 
move, wouldn't it?' 



motivation question (" I have to control the sound. 
Do you understand? I have to control the sound") 
and we dwelt too much on shared history. This 
makes us sound like a pair of dullards. That is 
absurd: have I told you about the time I stood at 
the side of a stage with Chrissie Hynde watching 
Kim Deal smoke a cigarette (this was during her 
sojourn in The Amps in 1 995, formed after Kelley 
had gotten herself caught up in a drug bust), the 
way she used to rub ham into her hair before stage 
appearances to hide the grey (and was thus given 
the nickname Rawhide during Nirvana's In Utero 
tour), the way she once stopped a show up in 
Scotland to bawl me out for leaving halfway 
through...(Givemea break, I'd been dancing to 
Urge Overkill and Luscious Jackson non-stop.) It 
wasn't a rubbish interview at all. It was focused. 
It was about sound and control and all those other 
watchwords so trendy right now in the aftermath 
of that Anton Corbijn film, and... wait. Is K\m still 
talking about this? 

Seems like I love that opening track on Mountain 
Battles now- better than half of 1 993's million- 
selling Last Splash anyhow. It's so fiery. (And that 
second album did sort of hit a lull halfway through, 
even if it did contain the sublime 'Cannonball', 
'Divine Hammer' and 'I Just Wanna Get Along'.) 
I was over-emphasising my dislike, to show that 
it still don't hold a candle to the album's stand- 
out, the sultry 'Regalame Esta Noche' (originally 
performed by Mexican band LosTri-O, and sung 
by Kelley with obvious relish in Spanish). Wait. 
Even The Breeders' worst is 373 times better than 
Radiohead's best. And opinion is sharply divided in 



Kim: "Oh, totally." 

What about changing sound? I mean, there's 
a Breeders sound. 

Kim: " Like if they go from jazz-funk to speed- 
metal? That would be a little disconcerting. . .that 
I would be listening to either. But I'm assuming that 
the band that I like isn't the type of band to change 
theirsound." 

If you called yourself the Pixies would you sell 
loads more records? 

Kim: "Well it would be a controversial move, 
wouldn't it?" 

But would you sell more records? 

Kim: "I don't know- I'm sure I could -we could 
sell even more if we put 'em out as The Rolling 
Stones. I would go for something big." 

It seems like you've got a couple of songs on 
Mountain Battles that are. . . I don't know the right 
word to describe them... rave? Dance? The big 
pounding tribal ones? 

Kim: "Do you mean 'Bang On?'Thmm-thmm- 
thmm. You mean the, 'Hove no one/No one loves 
me/I'm missing' song ? " 

Yeah, that one, yeah. 

Kim: "Yeah, that's fun, isn't it?" 

So what is that one? What's that one all about if 
it's not to dance? 

Kim: "Urn. Just a snotty song with a perky beat, 
you know. Me and Jose were down in the basement 
last spring, and we started complaining about 
something we'd heard on the radio, like: 'Jose, have 
you ever played on any song like that, radio fodder?' 
Like a song, that's very specific. . .like a Daughtery, 
D-Doughtery, whatever that guy's name is - or 
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Nickelback. . .So I grab the guitar and start plucking 
the strings. It was kind of fun to see how it works. " 

Kelley: "Are you talking about that monster 
ballad that you and Jose had done?" 

Kim: "Yeah, but they don't consider them 
monster ballads now, they consider them rock 
numbers. So me and Jose soon got bored of doing 
that, so we started doing something else. To wash 
ourselves clean." 

How often do you write songs? 

Kim (laughs): "What did he say?" 

Kelley: "How often do you write songs." 

Kim: "Oh. Not that often." 

Once a week? 

Kim: "No. I'm lazy, aren't I?" 

the breeders abide 

Listen up. The new Breeders album rocks in all 
the places you'd expect it to rock, and in a few 
you wouldn't. It's way more Pod than Last Splash 
(which isn't surprising) and it sounds as fresh as 
The Breeders always sound -which is some fresh. 
It lingers, it lollops. It stretches round corners in 
some places where corners shouldn't exist and 
genially hums away to itself in the middle of songs 
that rightly shouldn't have breaks in at all ('Istanbul', 
I'm looking atyou again). The firstsingle should 
either be 'It's The Love' (because it's so upbeat) or 
'Here No More' (because it's vaguely country and 
western - no, wait, that's a bad reason) or indeed 
'Walk It Off because then the giant shadow on 
the wall of The Forum would take shape and start 
dancing once more. And it's way quieter, and subtler 
than Title TK. 

Hey, you realise something? The Breeders have 
surpassed Pixies in great albums (if you're counting, 
which you shouldn't be). Pixies had three, at a pinch 
(if you include Doolittle). Breeders now have four - 
if you include The Amps' Pacer (which everyone 
does) and count out Last Splash for not being Pod 
(which everyone also does). That's four out of five: 
an 80 per cent strike rate. Not bad at all. 

When The Breeders began -with the incredible, 
stripped-bare Pod, which featured a Slint, a Perfect 
Disaster, a Throwing Muse, an Ed's Redeeming 
Quality and Kim Deal (Kelley joined for 'Safari') - 
most everyone dismissed them as an unexpectedly 
entertaining Pixies side-project. Then the Pixies 
turned crap, becoming a surf band pastiche with 
1 990's overrated Bossanova (a trait that continued 
into Frank Black's solo career), and The Breeders 
continued to charm. The Pixies split. Kurt Cobain, 
no less, claimed The Breeders for his own, way over 
and above his love for the Pixies. Could it be that 
the Pixies' most talented member was actually the 
former Mrs John Murphy, the chain-smoking, dirty 
angelic-voiced bassist? It certainly could. 

The Breeders sporadically released records, 
stripping the Pixies template of its locker-room 
humour and instrumentation, giving a decidedly 
male music a wickedly female tinge - and then also 
went on hiatus. Some time in the Nineties, The 
Breeders resurfaced, but so did the Pixies (Frank 
Black never quit releasing solo albums, sadly). 
There was a rather pathetic Pixies reunion tour 
undertaken, just for the money (I know, I've seen 
the documentary) and once more, it seemed, The 
Breeders would have to play second-fiddle. 

Not so. Once more, history repeats itself. The 
same way the first coming of The Breeders eclipsed 
the final days of the Pixies, so too does both bands' 
second (orthird) comings. That new Pixies album 
never even appeared. Whereas The Breeders. . .well, 
The Breeders abide. 

onwards and upwards 

Your new album is very, very quiet. It's difficult to 
listen to on the plane. 

Kim: "So you got a CD?" 

Yeah, and I listened to it on my iPod. 



Kim: "Don'tyou have an EQ that will adjust the 
volume that on your computer? That's not really 
my problem." 

I'm just saying it's quiet. Don't get me wrong. 
I like the fact that it's quiet. 

Kim: "This was a huge discussion and I wouldn't 
let them do that thing when they turn the volume 
up because..." 

Kelley: '"...because I'm a 46-year-old man 
with a kid, I like your music because it's slow and 
it's quiet.'" 

You don't think there are a couple of quiet songs? 

Kim: "'Overglazed' [the song with two chords] 
is prog rock, and the second song is a rave, as you've 
already indicated." 

So you've got prog rock, rave. . . 

Kim: "It's dense all the way through. It's got 
a travelling beat all the way through. That's not a lot 
of space." 

Kelley: "It's lush." 

Kim: "Six is 'German Studies', for God's sake." 

Kelley: "Five." 

Kim: "Yeah, five is 'German Studies'. I know 
that ain't quiet. 'Spark'... OK, maybe. And 'Istanbul', 
is that quiet?" 

No, what I'm saying is that you use silence... 

Kim: "'Walk It Off -that's not quiet. 'No Way' 
is not quiet." 

Quit on the quiet. 

Kim: "And 'Here No More' is not quiet. It's just 
a stand-up bass line." 

OK. Here's my question. Were you using silence 
as an instrument? (They're entirely wrong about 
'Here No More', incidentally.) 

Kim: "Not on purpose. I did a little bit on Title TK, 



translate -something along the lines of, 'My pillow 
is embarrassed that your head is not on it'. " 

My pillow isn't... 

Kim: " 'My pillow misses you and is cold and 
embarrassed your head is not there. '" 

That's nice. 

Kim: "Something like that. The song hits upon 
that phrase as a hook a couple of times, so an 
English version was impossible, really." 

scaling new heights 

So. The Breeders. Crazy times. Ever tell you 'bout 
the time me and Kim screamed at each other, 
proper screamed, till tears ran down our faces 
and bruises appeared on arms and the world 
was submerged beneath a deluge of emotion; 
or the Bee Gees songs sung drunkenly in the lobby 
of the Four Seasons: the bottles smashed backstage 
at Brighton's Concorde: the conversations about sex 
and heroin and inverse sexism: the numerous times 
when I've sung lustily along, full throttle to 'Oh' 
and 'Do You Love Me Now' and 'Son Of Three' and 
'Istanbul'...? Kim Deal made for a great drinking 
partner. As did her sister Kelley. But wait. All three 
of us are in our forties and none of us are now. . . 
Kim: "I like not drinking. It's fascinating." 
Kelley: "I haven't drank since 1995." 
So we have three recovering ales at the table. 
We're doing good. How long have you been not 
drinking, Kim? 

Kim: "Five years. I do a lot more interesting 
things than just hitting the bar every day. When you 
first quit drinking, you're so bored you don't know 
what to do. Now I feel like there's not enough time 
in the day to get everything done I want. " 



'I do a lot more interesting things 
than just hitting the bar every day' 



the fact that we wouldn't play and add stuff. But 
this time, we were overdubbing left and right. We 
were like an emo band. We're emo dense." 

Kelley: " Title TK has a lot of slow songs." 

Am I dissing your album? No! 

Kim: "Well, no. I'm just surprised. Are you 
listening to speed metal? You know what it is - 
there's too much pop music out everywhere. It's like 
pop music, pop music, pop music. So it's that peppy, 
peppy, peppy in your ears. . .you know. . .to get your 
attention. So anything that has a 3/4 tempo is really 
throwing you off." 

So you don't want to grab people's attention? 

Kim: "It doesn't matter, I could give a shit. They 
can just turn it right down. They don't even have to, 
it's so fucking quiet." 

I like these power ballads. 

Kelley: "You mean four- 'We're Gonna Rise'. 
That's a 3/4." 

Kim: "Kelley sings that." 

She sings on 'Regalame Esta Noche' as well, 
doesn't she? That's a great ballad. 

Kim: "Lovely, isn't it?" 

What inspired that? 

Kim: "El Capiro, a bar we went to in Los Angeles 
around 2000-2. We went there because you could 
smoke there. It was right across the street from the 
sheriff's station and all the detectives would go to 
that bar and smoke. And on the jukebox they had 
a song, 'Regalame Esta Noche'." 

So it's a tribute to cigarette smokers? 

Kim: "And beer..." 

Drinking, smoking and lechin'? 

"Lechin'," repeats Kim, laughing. "I thought we 
could do it in English, but there's a line that doesn't 



-Kim Deal 



And you don't feel like shit half the time. Well 
you do, but... 

Kim: " . . . it's a different type of weirdness. " 

Although I always like that argument a drinking 
friend of mine once said - that she pitied people 
who didn't drink because when they wake up in the 
morning that's as good as they're going to feel. 

Kim: "I like it more just because I find I get up 
to a lot more stuff that I think is interesting. " 

That you can remember? 

Kim: "That I even do. I didn't really do a lot." 

Apart from drink? 

Kim: "Yeah, and drugs. I was doing drugs." 

Really? Oh shit, don't disillusion me. 

Kim: "I don't do anything now. I'm sober. 
Don't act like you don't know what we're talking 
about. Were you only drinking or did you get into 
the narcotics?" 

No, no. I never used drugs. I took them if 
someone offered me them but. . . 

Kim: "Asocial heroin user?" 

No, no. Never took heroin. 

Kim: " Let's talk about me some more. " 

OK. When you wake up in the morning, do you 
think, "I'm Kim Deal?" 

Kim: "I live with my mum and dad, you know." 

Kelley: "Yes, and she washes my mother every 
day. She takes care of her. It's really sweet. Our mum 
hastheAlzheimers." 

So you don't ever have that ego thing? 

Kim and Kelley, simultaneously: "Don'tyou 
knowwholam?". "We're from Dayton, Ohio." 

"One of these days,"laughs Kim. "I'm going to 
say that. Just to feel the embarrassment of having 
said it." 
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rebirth of the uncool 
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Edmonton electro misfit Cadence Weapon's nerd instincts 
make for hypochondriac raps and jerky geek-beats 



Cadence Weapon looks like Jay-Z. 

Actually he really doesn't at all, but people tell 
him he does. He says this because I have pointed 
out, with some hilarity, that someone on iTunes 
wrote that he had a cadence like Jay-Z. Not only 
does he not look like Jay-Z but he really doesn't 
rap like him in any way. No. Not even in cadence. 

He's Canadian, his name is Roland Pemberton, 
and his new LP Afterparty Babies contains nothing 
about gangsters. It is, in fact, populated by his 
friends. The first song is called 'Do I Miss My 
Friends?'. This is because he comes from Edmonton, 
Canada, a big oil-rig town with an arty centre 
which people tend nevertheless to leave. 

"Anyone interesting is destined to move away 
from Edmonton because it's kind of a stifling place 
to be, creatively," explains Roland. "A lot of my 
friends have gone to Vancouver, or Montreal. I have 
a friend in Cambridge. So the first song is asking 
if I missed my friends. And in the last song, 'We 
Move Away', I list the names of all my friends." 

Which is kind of sweet and totally un-Jay-Z, 
who would normally do something like make a list 
of different versions of his name and the big things 
he's done, or maybe pet names for his girlfriend. 
Roland doesn't like this about Jay-Z. He thinks he's 
a great rapper but he talks about himself too much 
and has run out of things to say. Personally, I think 
Jay-Z is most interesting. 

This is what Roland says about what I think: 
"He must be clever to have made so much money 
but he sounds really dumb. I think he's just realised 
that's the way to make loads of money. If he was 
smart he'd have had the idea to write about what 
was going on around him. But it isn't around 
him anymore..." 

Cadence Weapon has not only the lyrical 
content, but also the flow of a nerd. I'm talking 
something halfway between Naeem from 
Spankrock and Mike Ladd, tending occasionally 
towards something from Anticon in its introspection 
and vulnerability, and uttered without self- 
aggrandisement, reliance on ghettoisms or 
melodramatic boasting, and pouring forth in 
a kind of linear, nasal splurge of narrative analysis. 

Take, for example, 'Tattoos (And What They 
Really Feel Like)'. The rapper is speaking to a tattoo 
artist, apparently as he is getting a tattoo done. 
The rapper is scared about the pain and the blood. 
He turns into a bit of a histrionic hypochondriac. 
Then into his conversation seeps an analogy 
between the scarring of tattoos and the scarring 
of love on the heart. What emerges is a sense of 
the something of the humiliation of rejection. It 
is even a bit embarrassing, especially when he asks 
the tattoo artist, who would bother being obsessed 
by a girl who didn't even like him? 

What is more nerdy than a hypochondriac semi- 
stalker? Except trying to be cool and managing to 
prove in the process your unremitting nerdiness? 
To construct a genealogy of the nerd would be to 
find the nerd caught forever in constant conflict 



between status and weakness. The realisation 
of Plato (Sal Mineo), who was the original filmic 
nerd to Jim's (James Dean's) Rebel Without A Cause, 
that he could never escape being an outsider 
was the tragic hubris that brought on the cool kid's 
inevitable downfall. Since then, nerds have grappled 
with the possibility of the ascent to heroism. 

In the Eighties, films like Revenge Of The Nerds, 
the Superman films and Ghostbusters envisaged 
a triumph of nerdiness. Not only did nerds begin 
to save the world, but they were sexually potent. 
Willow, the computer geek in Buffy The Vampire 
Slayer, even stole the hot cheerleader's boyfriend ! 
And she was ginger! By the Noughties, we get 
nerds like Dr Greene from ER and the eponymous 
hero Napoleon Dynamite, who may be the most 
prurient nerds there have ever been. 

Cadence Weapon is less lecherous than the 
latter, but he still got the hot girl in Edmonton. Her 
name was Juliann Moore and he wrote a song about 
her. She's one of the friends in his album. She was 
the popular fashion girl in Edmonton, who everyone 
liked to gossip about. 

" I kind of had a thing with her, sort of, but I feel 
like I have a certain insight into what she's really like 
so I decided to make a song about her. Am I nice 
about her? Sort of. I like her, I've always liked her. 
We talked about it; I played her the song before 
I completed it. I have this line where I imply that she 
uses men sometimes to get what she wants, and 
that other people say, like that she's kind of like 
a vapid person but actually she's really smart. And 
she told me it's actually pretty apt." 

For some reason, the song starts off with 
a mention of snorting coke off a book. What better 
image to sum up the relationship between coolness 
and nerdiness? 

In fact, not only does Roland sound like a nerd 
on record but his stories about himself are totally 
nerdy. For example, he starts telling me how he 
taught himself to make beats off the basic sound 
programme on his computer when he was 14 
by recording sounds then chopping them up 
manually in the most anally retentive, long-winded 
way imaginable. He is the son of, "A DJ and an 
occasional real estate salesman". And he has just 
toured round the US with Final Fantasy, who Miss 
AMP, in this very magazine, once called a "nerdfox". 

Afterparty Babies sees Cadence Weapon's 
loner productions develop from the kind of jerky, 
sparse hip-hop long the terrain of the backpacker 
rapper, to a retro, clunky, electro dance sound. 
Its penultimate two tracks, including his awesome 
romper of a single 'House Party', forage the energy 
of early Detroit, Chicago and New York dance 
scenes. Roland explains this in a totally, utterly 
dorky way. It's not just because he's in the mood 
for dancing, or because, like Jay-Z, he wants to 
make bucks, but because he's interested in the 
"psychology of dancing". The psychology of 
dancing. And he's also a music journalist, because 
he "likes analysing music". An image of Steve in 



Francis Ford Coppola's Rumblefish, who hangs 
around with gang leader Rusty James taking notes 
while various street shit goes down around him, 
comes to mind. 

There have recently been some shifts in the 
definition and status of nerdiness: Kayne West 
and Lupe Fiasco have both been designated the 
term; Fader magazine described the story of 
Spankrock as the nerds who found themselves 
in the club. I went to see Cadence Weapon at Big 
Dada's 1 0th Anniversary party. He totally rocked 
the floor and there was a bunch of nerds in the 
front row. And his mic cut out in the middle of his 
show. There was no soundman around. So he 
shouted his lyrics at the audience with such sonority 
that I bruised the bottom of my jaw on the floor. 
(He used to play the baritone sax at school). 

"It turns out I'd actually turned the mic off! " 
he booms. "Somebody came up and pointed it out. 
It had the thing right on the handle where my hand 
is! I haven't actually played a show for like five or six 
years where they had the thing on the handle! " 

From the point of view of a bona fide nerd with 
straight As and an addiction to scrabble, Kanye is 
a total fake. (I'm ambiguous about Lupe.) Why? 
Because nerds suffer from their own ineptitude. 



Cadence Weapon 
has the lyrical 
content and flow 
of a nerd 



They make arses out of themselves. But they are 
overarchingly, enduringly more interesting than the 
bullies and big men who depend on them to make 
themselves look better. They tell us more about 
ourselves and the world. It's time to stop seeing 
them through the cool, and as cringeworthy and 
fallible in their own right. 

Cadence Weapon doesn't look a thing like Jay-Z. 
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A thick wall of smoke 
shadows the stage 



days and nights with... 
james hakan dedeoglu 

Words: James Hakan Dedeoglu 

Devendra Banhart photo: Greg Neate 

Plan B heads East, gets free 

Welcome to Istanbul -where people can still 
smoke freely without caring about the non- 
smokers. Because they are a minority... a very 
tiny minority. 

It's late June, the cities steaming with heat 
and a crowd of 600 people in a dark indoor 
venue are waiting for Devendra Banhart to 
step on stage with his Hairy Fairies. Suddenly, 
a voice fills the venue: "The artist kindly asks 
you notto smoke during the show. Smoking is 
especially forbidden for the first two rows. . . " 
Who cares? Who gives a shit? As soon as 
Devendra starts his second song the first 
cigarette is lit. Then another, and another, and 
another, and another. ..by the end of the song 
a thick wall of smoke shadows the stage. This 
might sound challenging for bands, but hey, 
a lot of bands are willing to give anything to 
play in Istanbul nowadays. Guess why? 

A) It's a perfect new spot for bands bored 
of playing in the same cities in Western Europe 

B) Coming to Istanbul to play a show is a 
good and cheap way to visit this city. 



C) The Istanbul crowd can be -if you are 
lucky -the best fucking crowd ever! 

D) If you are in a band, and into Sixties 
and Seventies Turkish psychedelic rock, you're 
in heaven. 

So, thanks to all these reasons, our city 
has been witnessing an awful lot of concerts 
recently. Which is a fantastic development, 
considering that 1 2 years ago the only names 
coming over were Rod Stewart and Sting. 
So here's a brief look at some recent concerts 
from Istanbul. 

Gang Gang Dance... a weak opening 
suddenly turns into a mindblowing live 
version of 'Ego War' and the crowd watches 
with rising blood pressure as the band laser- 
beams vast noises. Then, a sudden 'silencio', 
before another attack. GGD can win this war, 
they have no egos but plenty of guts. Most of 
the crowd doesn't know who they are; they're 
just here for a night out. Sniffing, searching 
fora meaning, drinking, rapidly consuming. 
But the band are clear: like it or leave. A good 
amount of people leave Thank God - now we 
are all alone with GGD, to enjoy the noizzze! 

Two nights later, I drop my Finnish friends 
at a small terrace bar. They want to see Lydia 
Lunch, perform a spoken word show. Oh boy, 
oh girl. ..somebody should have told herthat 
more than half of the people at the bar don't 
understand a single word she says. They give 



me the report the next morning: she 
screamed, she swore, she had to slap the 
sleeping people in crowd. Hint: do not engage 
in spoken word performances -in English - 
in Istanbul! 

Of Montreal are luckier. They have a sold- 
out show and actually sing. So, with their best 
outfits, on the last show of their tour, they set 
outto rule the night. And the little indie lovers 
hopping around me with big smiles in their 
faces are the result. But hey, if you pay 1 8 
Euros for an Of Montreal concert, it'd better 
be good - and you'd better smile. 

But I don't smile. Some albums just don't 
work live. I wanna head back to my flat on 
the Asian side and listen to their most recent 
album, Hissing Fauna. ..Yeah, the Asian side. 
Where Istanbul has a different, peaceful soul. 
Where Damon And Naomi are playing an 
intimate, magical show. Where I leave my 
body in their arms. They could have been 
my king and queen, they could have made my 
night- if only some bastards in the audience 
would just shut up. 

But against all odds, against smoked-up 
bars choking crowds, wondering clueless 
guys and talking idiots, Istanbul is booming 
as a new and attractive playground for 
adventurous bands who want to discover 
some kind of East. Well, bring 'em on, we are 
a happy, curious and excited, smoking crowd. 



Water Rats, Lond 

Under chandeliers and oeTore a aeep 
red velvet curtain is the ideal place to 
find doyens of drama and hopped-up 
entertainers of discerning bohemians 
The Cesarians, here to launch their debut 
single. Charlie Finke is a charmer, from 
dilapidated suit to string vest, pulling out 
the stops for a larger than life performance 
Christopher Isherwood might have 
scribbled frantically into his Berlin novels. 



Charlie cavorts around the stage, 
leaping from the speakers or perching 
on the bass drum. Like a spring-heeled 
jack, he pops up in unexpected places 
with a sardonic grin before sliding off 
the stage and bounding back again. It's 
a cabaret with trombone, and a bruiser 
on the drums; a bravura parade that make 
it certain that they'll be known, "From 
The Wirral to Manila ". 

As the man sings in their encore - 
rousing the audience to the point where 



they can never get enough - "Here come 
The Cesarians ". 
Richard Fontenoy 

Gindrinker/Stuart Ja 

Social, London 

Stuart James doesn't pussyfoot around 
with 'melancholy' or 'ennui'. No, his songs 
cut straight to the listless, the hopeless - 
taut nicks of acoustic guitar and grey-skies 
pessimism delivered in a breathless semi- 
rap. His cover of Dizzee Rascal's 'Brand 



New Day' remains a masterful revision, 
Dylan's gloomy prognosis robbed of its 
lean bravado, shotting on street corners 

j. I j. l__l ■ j.l_ I— i.iii i_i_ 



from a pot on the mantlepiece. 

Gindrinker, too, have a jaundiced take 
on Brown's Britain, but next to James' 
sepia sighs, these tales are inflated, 
hilariously monstrous, like Big Black's 
'Kerosene' reinvented Punch And Judy- 
style on the end of Blackpool pier. A drum 
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play and record 

Words: Natalie Boxall 
Photography: Lola Peach 

Art Brut 

Escobar, Hartlepool 

Hartlepool. Saturday night. The place they 
hanged the monkey. One town along from 
the one where the missing canoeist lived. 
Hi-NRG dance remixes blare out of cavernous 
bars and a row of pizza shops stand empty 
and unloved. 

A band of travelling misfits instigated 
this crossing of borders. Cold winds off the 
Marina and panhandlers at the train station. 
Inside, walls painted with John Lennon, Liam 
Gallagher and (weirdly) that fella out of Cast. 
Is this it? It is. 

Northerners are known for being gruff, 
when it comes to Southern softies making 
their way up the M 1 . When Art Brut say they 
aren't sure if they're near Scotland, it's an 
admission that would normally see bottles 
fly -but not now. It would be too much 
like kicking a cute Staffordshire bull terrier. 

A pop-eyed blonde guitarist, part choir 
boy, part pirate. A female bassist who's 
unusually (thankfully) not shoved centre 
stage, primed for gawps and gropes, leaving 
room for hunkof burnin' love Eddie Argos- 
when he arrives, that is. 



If you're going to put on a show and 
drive people wild, making an entrance is up 
there with scoring a perfect hook. And so, 
in he comes, wriggling like he's trying to 
escape from his charity shop suit: LLCool E, 
fresh from gracing the mostly cock-free pages 
of US feminist mag Bust. 

It's obvious why the brainy birds of Bust 
would love Eddie Argos. Bumbling yet cool, 
paunchy yet hot, the singer sums up the 
international British stereotype of repressed 
vulgarity, with his floppy hair, gappy teeth 

The old guard leer 
down from the walls, 
defunct, decrepit and 
disapproving 

and twinkly eyes. 

His confessional observations rewind 
to 1 995, with a whiff of Britpop's better side - 
'Modern Art' 'Moving to LA' 'Good Weekend' 
— all cheeky, punchy and fresh, erasing bad 
memories of Menswear and Marion. 

"There's not much glam about the English 
weather, "he sings. " There's nothing left 
keeping us together. " 

Unlike LA evacuee Morrissey's yearnings, 
this is for the shy boy who becomes a dynamo 



on the dancefloor. "We went through 
the frontdoor/Up the stairs/Through her 
bedroom door/Onto the bedroom floor/ 
I've seen her naked twice! /I've seen her 
naked twice!" he sings on 'Good Weekend'. 
There's no room here for wistf u I poetry. As 
'Moving To LA' has it: "Hang around with 
Axl Rose/Buy myself some brand new clothes/ 
Everything is gonna be just fine/ 1 hear the 
murder rate is in decline". It's about showing 
off on Livejournal. OMG!! 

Bizarrely, Art Brut aren't a massive band 
in the same way Maximo Park and Kaiser 
Chiefs are, all MTV2 rotation and big choruses. 
They unite fey indie boys and muscled 
hardman with sailor tattoos. Girls and boys 
scream and claw. This is perfect pop, with 
kitchen sink loathing and dollops of tongue- 
in-cheek posturing. 

Thing is, you should always leave 
them wanting more. Panting, needing, 
wondering. Playing for nearly 90 minutes 
is foolish, with songs bleeding into each 
other over a crackly PA. Faces of the old 
guard leer down from the walls, defunct, 
decrepit and disapproving. 

This should have been short and fast, like 
the best affairs. A drunk and clumsy seven- 
foot tall sailor boy appears from nowhere, 
Godzilla in bell bottoms. 

And it's over. 



in a boiler suit done up to his face plays 
guitar, stretchy like elastic and raw as 
a skinned knee. And vocalist/cornet player 
DC Gates - a cherub fallen from grace, 
landed in a council skip of fag ash and pork 
scratchings - bends and stretches like 
a park drunk attempting Tai Chi. 

'God Of Darts' is a tribute to Jim Bowen 
( "The speedboat's going nowhere! "), 
while other songs home in on sad 
desperados and their antisocial schemes. 
"There's three things I really love in life: 



ice cream, beer, and driving, " begins one 
protagonist. He might, you suspect, also 
quite like Gindrinker. 



Louis Pattison 

Lethal Bizzl 

Concorde 2, B.. 

So thisis how you ao an an-ages nip- 
hop show. 

As Marvin the Martian wove his 
tight Brixton tales, and then throughout 
Skinnyman's stoner rhetoric, the toilets 



have been full of drinking, smoking, 
yelling, laughing girls, sharing cubicles, 
having dance-offs and fixing each others' 
makeup (seriously); they emerge and melt 
into the crowd as Bizzle begins his set, to 
face the triumphant girls who won their 
spots on the 'MySpace couch' onstage. 

Despite Bizzle's association with 
grindie and his various collabs with NME 
bands, there's not a Gallows fan in the 
building, and the bill gives no quarter to 
his more multidisciplinarian tendencies; 



with L Dot Man backing up Skinnyman, 
and the Fire Camp splitting lyrics down 
the middle between Ozzie and Bizzle, 
there's a serious family vibe. 

But Back To Biznizz'\s a tough pop 
record. Fire Camp take every opportunity 
to tear it up, as the crowd howls along, 
word-perfect, and 'Oi', 'Pow! (Forward)' 
and 'Bizzle Bizzle' are met with wondrous, 
sweaty teen hysterics throughout the 
packed room. 
Petra Davis 
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you're gonna need someone 
on your side 

Words: John Doran 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Morrissey 

Roundhouse, London 

Countless talk radio shows inform the nation 
this morning that 21 January has been proved 
by some spurious scientific experiment or 
other to be the most depressing day of 
the year. It's also the first day of Morrissey's 
week-long residency at The Roundhouse. 
He has come backto Camden and nothing, 
not even the significance of the date, has 
been left to chance. 

An IMAX-sized screen shielding the stage 
shows clips of the New York Dolls, vignettes 
from kitchen sink dramas, outtakes from 
East Of Eden showing the preternatural ly 
beautiful James Dean corpsing on successive 
takes. Eventually, it settles on Robert Stack 
playing Elliott Ness in the Fifties TV cop show 
The Untouchables. Staking out a house, Ness 
says to his partner: "I'm afraid Morrissey's in 
real trouble. ..real scared. I want Morrissey 



taken out by morning." Asnook is well and 
truly being cocked tonight; a carefully staged 
show of defiance, arrogance and bewildered 
hurt aired for our benefit. 

Of course, expecting a man whose entire 
existence is based upon his peerless ability as 
a cartographer of his own internal emotional 
landscape to react with the outside world in 
a direct or sensible way is pointless. Instead, 
we are flung violently one way then the other. 

Defiance, arrogance 
and bewildered hurt 
aired for our benefit 

He opens with a curveball, 'How Soon Is 
Now?'- which ends in a hailstorm of strobes 
and feedback. I actually have to concentrate 
on not crying when he unexpectedly deals 
out anti-rave anthem 'The Death Of A Disco 
Dancer' with extreme dignity. The potentially 
racist/harmless narrative experiment of 
'National Front Disco' is kept in check by the 
Utopian nationalism of 'Irish Blood English 
Heart'. After 'First Of The Gang To Die' he pays 



lip service to the minor A/ME furore he's caused 
by smirking: "My name is trouble, I believe". 

His band look amazing -cloned from firm 
flesh and crew cut haircuts, clothed in tight 
denim. It's like watching the gay rock'n'roll 
version of Robert Palmer's 'Addicted To Love' 
video. The new material is rockist and rocking. 
'Something Is Squeezing My Skull' bemoans 
the fact that Stephen doesn't have any friends 
in modern life bar "Diazepam, Lithium, HRT 
and ECT" and begs us not to give him any 
more. He brandishes his "real live Mexican" 
guitarist like a get-out-of-jail-free card, and 
the set starts to drag slightly towards the end. 
Who in their right mind would choose to play 
'Stretch Out And Wait'? Who? 

He saves the night, however, with an 
extended and delirious delivery of 'The Last 
Of The Famous International Playboys'. He's 
snapping round elegantly on stage, whipping 
out his mic lead behind him and revealing 
sweaty shoulder blades which make it look 
like he has black angel's wings sprouting from 
the back of his brown shirt. And if I didn't 
know it was a physical impossibility I'd guess 
that not even that had been left to chance. 



Lykke Li stands aloft a crowd of suits 
and scenesters, hair in a stern bun, like 
laster swinging the limbs of 



the enchanted audience and declaring 
the first day of term at pop (private) 
school. Most impressively, it's done to 
the absolute minimum of beats, barely 
enough to ensure movement. What beats 
there are clatter into the black walls 
of the venue, causing people to flail in 
the silences. 

'Little Bit' increases the density 
mightily, as Spanish guitar samples 
wriggle into bodies. The result is a crowd 
with no will of its own; stuck in motion. 



entranced by the stage persona, addicted 
to the music. 
Jonathan Falcone 

The National 



The Corner Hotel, Me 

As if the pre-show music (Neil Young's On 
The Beach) isn't tantamount to slipping 
Friday night a mickey, the speakers short- 
circuit and the prevailing silence causes the 
three kids in front of us, who just gobbled 
a bunch of speed, to look at each other like 
their dogs just died. 

The National come out and prove to be 
so lush, we blush; their CDs are rendered 
note-perfectly, which is boring. The piano 
evokes bleak post-war Europe and the 



frontman with the filthy-mind mutters 
about hedonism's side-effects, succinctly. 
Damned if I can tell whether his double- 
handed mic grab channels Celine Dion or 
LiamGallagher,alllknowisthatwhenhe 
sticks his right hand into his left armpit 
and pivots nervously, it is so bizarre he 
could only be channeling himself. Urbane 
enough for New Yorker subscribers and 
profane enough to attract alcoholic 
sporting legends who crashed hard, the 
band closes with 'Mr November', the 
closest Updike's Rabbitnovels have 
come to an arena-sized build-up. 

The chaps in front of us are dancing on 
the ceiling. 
Shane Moritz 



It's SuperTuesday, the day America gets 
a slightly better idea (maybe) about the 
pair of people who get to fight to be 
President. Okkervi I River play 'The 
President's Dead' first, but the title's 
a red herring. It's a complicated, sprawling 
account of something terribly dramatic - 
and terribly personal. 

Singer Will Sheff starts the night 
bespectacled and be-suited like a junior 
Jeff Tweedy, and ends it more like a sweaty 
Jamie Cullum. His faltering introduction 
at the beginning of the soaring 'John Allen 
Smyth Sails' makes it hard to believe 
the eloquent waterfall of words that 
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Their references 
tear eclecticism a 
new rear window 



fuck the pleasantries 

Words: Petra Davis 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Rolo Tomassi 

Underworld, London 

"Faggots," opines a moron. 

It's possible that he intended to say, "Your 
precocious Henry Cowisms are giving me the 
fear," but he's drunk, so "faggots" it is. Later, 
there will also be, "Bitch, you suck" and "Get 
your tits out". It's a Sunday afternoon, kid. 
You eat your roast beef with that mouth? 

A good portion of this young crowd shares 
his disdain; emojailbait coats the rear wall. 
It's the pauses most seem to object to -the 
moments of gathered breath, the lengthy 
keyboard breaks between movements in 
this murderously-delivered set. But all along 
and beside the stage, thrilled and beaming 
and stamping and screaming, are other 
kids; bitches and faggots, perhaps, with 
their cameras set to FOREVER. 

Though Rolo Tomassi have so far 
delivered precisely one bruising and beautiful 
mini-album for Holy Roar, this ambitious 



performance gathers those songs, and several 
newer, into a thunderous and complex tale. 
This one hour, this grimy afternoon, makes 
meat of their many swift and brutal changes 
of pace, mood and mode; of punk chromatics 
so brisk and heady it's hard to notice how 
deeply felt they are, until they veer one last 
time and suddenly, all compasses point to 
a previously imperceptible magnetic north; 
of ensemble riffs and roaring, and of their 
separation, their subsiding into delicacy 
and tenderness. It's all the same, utterly 
absorbing story. 

It's hard to imagine where these five 
teenagers can have acquired eithertheir 
conspicuous virtuosity or their impressive 
range. Their references, sonic, literary and 
filmic, tear eclecticism a new rear window. 
In 'C Is For Calculus' alone, they manage 
to conjure the prog/spacerock theatrics of 
Yes and Hawkwind, the romp and rigour 
of Dillinger or Converge, and the spiralling 
Chick Corea's Return To Forever, in a manner it 
took Mike Patton 1 5 years to attempt. Though 
the sound is doing them few favours, Edward's 
drums manage nevertheless to preside 



triumphantly over a stage split dialectically 
between Joe and Joseph's guitar/bass unison 
and the call and response vocals of Eva and 
James. As the set progresses, though, as 
'Seagull' offers its bleak, sinister vision and 
'Digital History' its bouquet of knives, I begin 
to notice how carefully the various voices 
intertwine, howthe psychedelia of James' 
keyboards signal increasingly complex sets 
of possibilities. Instruments are disguising 
themselves before my eyes: guitars cozen 
as keyboards, voices as drums, songs sew 
themselves to one another, riffs shred away, 
trade parts, and reform voluptuously. 

On the heels of new single 'Beat Rotter', 
the triple-tapped, sniper-fire introduction to 
'Film Noir' is a shock to the chest. 'Cirque du 
Funk' shakes a single, circling riff down to its 
basest properties, surrounding it with shifting 
drums that attack and defend its sinuous 
curves by turns, as Eva abandons her mic to 
career across the stage, ecstatically stamping 
out every change in pattern. Imagine bumper 
cars, choreographed by Busby Berkeley. 
Imagine bitches and faggots, tits out and 
roaring, ruling heaven, always. 



comes from the same mouth during 
song. Take him away and it's occasionally 
forgettable. His band contributes a kind 
of nu-alt country. Always tasteful, but 
they're essentially backing up their 
prodigious frontman. 

It's an uneven evening. An audience 
with a bad case of the " Woo's" came to 
jump about. Okkervil slow-burn them 
into wistful reflection instead. There's 
no clear winner. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Slow CI 

The Borde 

Slow Club are like the mascot band of 
a cartoon pirate ship, marched out every 



now and then for morale. Here they are, 
girl and boy, sugar and carbon dioxide: 
Rebecca and Charles sweeping away the 
chatter with the first duotone yelps of 
'Let's Fall Back In Love'. 

Us at the front are sparkle-eyed 
and awkward with internal conflict; 
songs like 'Me And You' so demand 
stomping, but we can't stomp, can we? 
It's so. . .yippee-ki-yay. I mean, it's still 
London outside. 

So we make do with the heart-stomp, 
the delighted laugh, things no amount 
of poise can really keep in. Now she's 
beating out the rhythm on a no-legged 
chair. Now they're playing 'Sunday', all 
earnest with quitar and up-north accents 



twanging, drawing out the ending into 
sunset pink, purple, and finally blue. 
Now, we can begin to feel better. 
And go looting all the plastic treasure 
in Disneyland. 
Meryl Trussler 



Thekla, Bristol 

Somewhere along the line Stars 
buried their weirder sonic leanings and 
retrained as mordant synth-poppers, 
the betterto nuance Torquil Campbell 
and Amy Millan's ever more Byzantine 
psychodramas. Great on record, less 
so when the words get lost sucked into 
a gruesome live mix. 



Campbell does his best to fill us in via 
the medium of impassioned gesticulation, 
but flailing around like a discount Michael 
Stipe doesn't really cut it when your band's 
actual music is now basically now a series 
of ho-hum backing beds. 

It's not a problem that persists 
throughout; by the time they duke it 
through 'Personal' - a song with the lyrical 
punch of Tyson and the musical right hook 
of a gnat - they've sorted the volume, 
and a steely 'Your Ex-Lover Is Dead' finally 
hauls proceedings to the sort of bleak 
theatrics we came here for. But they 
teetered there for a while - cracked 
actors, lost on an unfamiliar stage. 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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PRIMAVERA 
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ESTRELLA DAMM PRIMAVERA SOUND 2008 FESTIVAL 
MAY 29th TO 31st, BARCELONA. 



L 



Portishead, Public Enemy performing It Takes A Nation Of Millions To Hold Us Back, Rufus Wainwright, Ca*. 
Power, Tindersticks, Dinosaur Jr., Animal Collective, Sebadoh, De La Soul, Stephen Malkmus & The 
Jicks, The Cribs, Young Marble Giants, Mission Of Burma, Throbbing Gristle, Model 500, Nick Lowe, 
Bob Mould Band, Silver Jews, Mary Weiss, The Go! Team, Simian Mobile Disco, Bill Callahan, Clipse, 

Deerhunter, Les Savy Fav, El Guincho, Eric's Trip, Okkervil River, Buffalo Tom, Mixmaster Mike, Polvo, The Rumble Strips, 
Menomena, Scout Niblett, The Felice Brothers, Six Organs Of Admittance, Shipping News, Caribou, The Notwist, Holly 
Golightly & The Brokeoffs, Why?, Om, Midnight Juggernauts, No Age, Pissed Jeans, Dr. Octagon aka Kool Keith + Kutmasta 
Kurt, A Place To Bury Strangers, Lightspeed Champion, Apparat Band, Subterranean Kids, 808 State, Boris, Autolux, Edan 
& MC Dagha, Voxtrot, Bishop Allen, Enon, Ellen Allien, Prinzhorn Dance School, Health, Robert Hood, Tiefschwarz, Fuck 
Buttons, The Swell Season, Atlas Sound, Dj Funk, Supermayer, Kinski, Tachenko, Man Man, Bon Iver, Fanfarlo, 
Grande-Marlaska, The Mary Onettes, It's Not Not, MV & EE with The Golden Road, Port O'Brien, Messer Chups, Alan Braxe, 
Para One, Dj Assault, Awesome Color, The Strange Death Of Liberal England, Kavinsky, White Williams, Digital Mystikz, 
Surkin, Tarantula, Madee, Trad Gras och Stenar, Vortice, Gentle Music Men, The Marzipan Man. 



Buy your tickets at: www.primaverasound.com 



In collaboration with 



www.atpfestival.com 



www.primaverasound.com 
www.myspace.com/primaverasound 
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14 Brighton Digital 

15 Norwich Waterfront 

16 Birmingham Academy 2 

18 Newcastle Digital 

19 Sheffield Plug 

20 Bournemouth Firestation 

21 Bristol Anson Rooms 

23 Manchester Academy 2 

24 London Astoria 


0127 322 7767 

0160 350 8050 
0844 477 2000 

0870 060 0100 
0114 241 3040 
0844 576 5483 
0117 954 5810 

0161 275 2930 

0871 231 0821 


Credit Cards Tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs) 




Buy online at Livenation.co.uk and www. my s 
A Live Nation presentation by arrangement with Primar 


pace . com/digitalism 

y Talent International 


I^S:,, ^r^s^s. Kitsun£ [jj Album ID 


EALISM out now 
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STIRLING'S 
NO LIMITS 
MUSIC 
FESTIVAL 



The Pastels Tape Taken By Trees David 

Fennessy's - Big Lung Evan Parker Mark Wastell 

Graham Halliwell Max Eastley Raymond 

MacDonald Miguel Carvalhais Hamid Drake 

Raymond Boni Elliott Sharp Franck Vigroux Film 

Club Big Lung Remix Annette Peacock 7K Oaks 

Alfred 23 Harth Massimo Pupillo Fabrizio Spera 

Luca Venitucci National Jazz Trio of Scotland 



23, 24 & 25 May Tolbooth Stirling Scotland 
For tickets & a brochure, call 01786 27 4000 



www.leweekendfestival.com 
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GOLDFRAPP 

FRIDAY 18 APRIL 
ROYAL FESTIVAL HALL 

HARMONIA 

FRIDAY 18 APRIL 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 



18-28 APRIL 



INTERNATIONAL HUMAN 
BEATBOX CONVENTION 

SATURDAY 19 & SUNDAY 20 APRIL 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 

SHLOMO MEETS MAD PROFESSOR 

SATURDAY 19 APRIL 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 

CURRENT 93 & BABY DEE 
WITH SPECIAL GUEST MARC ALMOND 

MONDAY 21 APRIL 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 

RADIO SOULWAX PRESENTS... 
PART OF THE WEEKEND NEVER DIES 
FEATURING RADIO SOULWAX & 2MANYDJS 

THURSDAY 24 APRIL 
ROYAL FESTIVAL HALL 

PERE UBU & THE BROTHERS QUAY 
BRING ME THE HEAD OF UBU ROI 

THURSDAY 24 & FRIDAY 25 APRIL 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 



LONDON SINFONIETTA 
ADES & REICH 

MONDAY 28 APRIL 
ROYAL FESTIVAL HALL 



lost-fm 

the social music revolution 
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BORIS 

plus Special Guests GROWING 



Sunday 20 April 

BRISTOL 

THE COOLER 

Monday 2 1 April 

MANCHESTER 

THE RUBY LOUNGE 

Tuesday 22 April 

BIRMINGHAM 
MEDICINE BAR 

Wednesday 23 April 

LONDON 
SCALA 
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both before i'm gone 





out now on Blackheart Records 

The eagerly anticipated studio album from 
this acclaimed Texan female three piece 
fresh from their UK tour with Morrissey 
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presents 



Corsica studios 



BABA YAGA'S HUT 

Wednesday March 12th 7.30 pm £8 adv* 
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KUBIN 
ONE MORE GRAIN 

PLUS KOSMISCHE CLUB DJS 

Cnrsir.i Sludms 4/.i Elcphanl Rti.id L on Hon SE17 ]LB 

020 7703 47f>0 www.rnrsiraistudios.njm 
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15TMARCH 

RADIOPHONIA 

DICK MILLS-."- - 
JEAN-JACQUES PERREY 
& DANA COUNTRYMAN 
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2ND MARCH 
AUTECHRE 
SND 
ROB HALL 
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H MARCH 
JACK ROSE 
HUSH ARBORS 
DIRECTING HAND 
FAMILY 
UNDERGROUND 

RETMAT I WC1 I 7.MPH I !>** 

19TH MARCH 
BABY DEE 
STEPHANIE 
HLADOWSKI 
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OUT Ni 
WILD BEE DISTANT MOUNTAINS EF 
AVANT ELECTRO BAND FROM 
ADAM GREEN'S BAND SIDE PROJECT 



FEATURING: 



Steven Mertens Parker Kindred 
Brian Geltner Dan Davis Michael Dlrshell 
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Eat Your Own Ears presents 

KID HARPOON + HELSINKI + F.LUNIARE 
DINGWALLS Thursday 13 March 

Middle Yard, Camden Lock, London NW1. myspace.com/kidharpoon 

FINDLAY BROWN 

FLORENCE ANDTHE MACHINE + GUESTS 
LUMINAIRE Saturday 29 March 

311 Kilburn High Road, NW6. 020 7372 7123 myspace.com/findlaybrown 

BLONDE REbHEAb + GUESTs 

SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE Monday 21 April 

Shepherds Bush Green 020 8354 3300 myspace.com/blonderedhead 

ADEM + SPECIAL GUESTS 

THE UNION CHAPEL Sunday 25 May 

Compton Terrace, London Nl. 020 7226 1686 unionchapel.org.uk adem.tv 

SILVER J EWS + SPECIAL GUESTS 
INDIG02 Thursday 29 May 

Millenium Way, London, SE10. 020 8463 2700 silverjews.net dragcity.com 

EAT YOUR OWN EARS SERIES featuring: 
LETHAL BIZZLE + HOLY FUCK + FOUR TET 
MOUSE ON MARS + JAMES HOLDEN 
SUNBURNED HAND OFTHE MAN + FAIRMONT 
KODE 9 + JUNIOR BOYS + METRONOMY 
MORGAN GEIST + KELLEY POLAR 

ANDREW BIRD + RZA (WU TANG CLAN) 

INDIG02 Wednesday 23 April— Monday 28 April 

Millenium Way, London SE10. 020 8463 2700 theindigo2.com 
ticketweb.co.uk 08700 600 100 and seetickets.com 0870 060 3777 

EATYOUROWNEARS.COM MYSPACE.COM/EATYOUROWNEARS 
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these shows made me: gogol bordello 

Words: Shane Moritz 
Photography: Cat Stevens 

"I grew up through music," saysfrontman Eugene Hutz. "I heard it 
before I was born, from the inside. Things like The Doors and Jimi 
HendrixandThe Rolling Stones, Black Sabbath and so on, they were 
part of my upbringing. Back when myfriendswere having debates 
with their parents forbidding them to go anywhere near the 
subculture and rock'n'roll in general - I'm talking about Soviet 
Union in the mid-Eighties, you know, and there wasn't really any rock 
music legally- it's absurd, but we went to see anything that remotely 
resembled rock music. Instead of seeing real rock we saw all kinds 
of crap. A guy who plugged in a distortion pedal for fucking two 
seconds. There was no loud rock'n'roll until. ..well, not until I got old 
enough to find where it was. Someone told me and my friends that 
there was gonna be this punk concert, this Siberian punk star. It was 
at somebody's apartment and it was totally crowded with people, 
like a 1 00 people in a three-bedroom apartment, and there's this guy 
on a kitchen table with acoustic guitar, who is singing about fucking 
Lenin in the ass in a mausoleum in the Red Square. I made some 
friends at the show and they were like, 'This is punk! This is punk!' 

"The thing that really blew my mind, that had given me a taste 
of artistic madness, I suppose, was actually my own relatives from the 
gypsy side of my family. I went to stay with them in the countryside 
when I was 1 1 or 1 2 years old and there was some wedding, and 
suddenly the brother of my grandmother- 1 didn't realise he was 
a musician atall until then -became the fucking man of the whole 
celebration! Raised hell that was hard to beat ever since, and basically 
what I am trying to do with Gogol Bordello is get up to his standard. 
He was playing accordion and he had one guy accompanying him 
on guitar but it was just so beyond what you think is possible with 
an accordion and voice. It was overwhelming. That extreme folkloric 
way of making that phenomena come out of nowhere without any 
provocation was so impressive, I was kind of forever enchanted by it. 

"And there is a third performance that I think really completed 
the traumas. It was Sonic Youth playing in Kiev. I don't know what the 
hell they were doing there in 1988. 1 think they were on some kind of 
heroic mission. They were playing at Kiev University. We didn't know 
who they were or anything. I just heard that some kind of metal punk 
band will be playing there and we were completely hypnotised by this 
dissonant wall of guitar noise and a pile of guitars on stage and they 
were just treating them like chopped wood. I met them there and 
I got a couple of tapes from them. It was Sister and Daydream Nation. 
It was very, very impressive. Basically, after that I felt that wherever 
these guys came from, I got to go there." 

Huh! Huh! Huh! Gogol Bordello's neverending world tour jigs through your 
neighbourhood once more. 

Newcastle Academy (March 28), Leeds Meet (29), Manchester Academy 
(30), Bristol Academy (April 1), London Brixton Academy (2), Birmingham 
Academy (22), Oxford Academy (23) 



all tomorrow's parties: curated 
by explosions in the sky 

Explosions In The Sky curate a three-day bill 
starring Broken Social Scene, Iron AndWine, 
Dinosaur Jr,Adem, Polvo,Animal Collective, 
Eluvium, Ola Podrida, Lazarus, The Paper 
Chase, Four Tet, Western Keys, Silver Jews, 
Jens Lekman, Mono, Tony Teardrop, The 
Drift, A HawkAnd A Hacksaw, Atlas Sound, 
Raekwon, Ghostface Killah and . . .And You 
Will Know Us ByTheTrail Of Dead. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre 
(May 16-18) 

atp vs pitchfork 

All Tomorrow's Parties returns to Camber 
Sands with a bill picked by 'influential 
webzine' Pitchfork. Ween, Sebadoh, No Age, 
Meat Puppets, Harmonia, Man Man, Dirty 
Projectors, Pissed Jeans, Caribou, Hot Chip, 
Yeasayer, Fuck Buttons, Glass Candy, Los 
Campesinos!,MarissaNadler, Jens Lekman 
and Of Montreal. 
www.atpfestival.com 
Camber Sands Pontins (May 9-11) 

bjork 

Miss GuSmundsdottir brings the brassy 
blasts, polyrhythmic percussion and good 
"voo-ooo-ooo-dooo" 'of l/o/fatothe UK's 
mid-sized venues. 

Manchester Apollo (April 11), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (1 4, 1 7, 20), 
Plymouth Pavilions (22), Wolves Civic 
(25), Blackpool Empress (May 1), 
Sheffield City Hall (4) 

black lips 

Garage rock throwbacks return to the UK to 
pull stooge-like onstage antics -that's as 
much Three Stooges as the Asherton brothers 
- and kick out surf riffs at speed. Expect 
high-jinks and much distortion. 
Cardiff The Point (May 1 ), Swansea 
Club NME (2), Dublin Crawdaddy (3), 
Glasgow Barrowlands 2 (4), Sheffield 
The Plug (6), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (7), Birmingham Club NME (8), 
ATP vs Pitchfork, Camber Sands (1 0), 
Cambridge The Junction (11), Oxford 
Zodiac (12), Bristol Thekla (13), 
London 1 00 Club (1 4-1 5), Brighton 
Great Escape (16) 

black kids 

Talk of the town struggle through the press 
scrum to air their debut EP Wizard Of Ah hhs 
to a crowd fully prepared for them squat 
down and excrete polished gems. 
London ICA (March 12) 

blonde redhead 

Dream pop with the ever-present threat of 
a rude awakening. 
London Koko (May 30) 

black dice 

Brooklyn's lucid-dreaming noise visionaries 

blow their load. 

Manchester Roadhouse (March 1 5), 

Brighton Audio (16), London Cargo 

(17) 

boris 

Mad jams and hot licks as Atsuo, Wata and 
Takeshi present new album Smile. 
Bristol The Cooler (April 20), 
Manchester The Ruby Lounge (21), 
Birmingham Medicine Bar (22), 
London Scala (23) 



the breeders 

The Deal sisters bring the Mountain Battles 
to our heathen shores. 
Leeds Met Uni (April 9), Birmingham 
Academy 2 (13), Manchester Academy 
2 (14), London Koko (16-17) 

camden crawl 

For two days only, Camden claws back its 
mantle as indie's centre of the universe as 
the mile-long stretch of road between Chalk 
Farm to Mornington Crescent fills with 
drunk people in Converse trainers. One 
low-cost ticket gets you into gigs, acoustic 
sessions, live showcases, unsigned band 
competitions, pop quizzes, fan forums, 
comedy, performance art, film screenings 
and so on. www.thecamdencrawl.com 
Camden venues (April 18-19) 

the chap 

Experimental pop troupe gallop back into 
your lives. 

London The Fly (April 9), Hull New 
Adelphi (May 2), ManchesterTBA (3) 

chinchillafest 

The Chinchilla Collective's sixth annual 

three-day DIY festival, still plotting its bill, 

but with confirmed involvement from Pickled 

Egg and guest curators Quack Quack. 

www.chinchillaweb.co.uk 

Leeds Brudell Social Club (May 1 8) 

chromeo 

Arab/Jew electro-popsters PThugg and Dave 
1 dotheirvaguelyironicthangintheUK. 
Manchester Academy 3 (April 10), 
London Koko (11) 

clinic 

The doctors will see you now. 
London 229 (April 9), Manchester 
Academy 3 (12) 

shirley col I ins' 'folk roots, 
new routes' 

A five-day series of performances and talks 
in the Queen Elizabeth Hall and Purcell Room 
programmed by the renowned and much- 
loved folk singer Shirley Collins. The America 
OverThe Water talk in the Purcell Room 
(an account of her journeys with Alan 
Lomax) was a surprise hit event of 2006, 
while festival-goers at this year's Green Man 
crowded into the books tent every afternoon 
to hear Shirley talking about not only her 
American adventures but also the gypsy 
music of her native Sussex. 
London Southbank Centre 
(March 25-30) 

connect music 2008 

Scottish festival, back for a second year. 

www.connectmusicfestival.com 

Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

charlie dark af rican beats 

Blacktronica founder connects the rhythms 
of West Africa with the digital beats of East 
London. Featuring Paris based Nigerian Chief 
Udoh Essiet, broken beats champion Mark 
de Clive-Lowe, jazz player Dave Okumu and 
Bata drummer Crispin Robinson. 
Southampton Turner Sims Concert Hall 
(March 7), North Yorkshire The Shed 
(8), Manchester Contact Theatre (9), 
Birmingham Jam House (1 1 ), Leeds The 
Wardrobe (1 2), London Cargo (1 3), 
Oxford Zodiac (14) 
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directing hand 

Traditional folk standards and bubbling 
improv on harp and drums as Alex Neilson 
and Lavinia Blackwall tour new album What 
Put The Blood On. 

Newcastle Retreat (March 7), Sheffield 
Heeley Institute (8), Nottingham Lee 
Rosys (9), Bath St James Wine Vaults 
(1 0), Birmingham TBC (1 1 ), London 
Windmill (12), Lancaster Yorkshire 
House (13) 

dj shadow and cut chemist 

Shadow and Chemist break out the seven- 
inches for a two-man vinyl marathon in the 
vein of 1 999's Brainfreeze and 2001 's 
Product Placement. 
London Roundhouse (March 13) 

does it offend you, yeah? 

Reading electro-punks shake the room. 
Manchester Club Academy (March 26) 

the duke spirit 

English rockers inspired by Sonic Youth, 
The Bad Seeds andThe Gun Club, tour new 
album Neptune. 

London Koko (March 25), Manchester 
Academy 3 (26) 

eat your own ears @ indigo02 

London promoters schedule a week of 
events at Greenwich's INDIG02. Lethal 
Bizzle/Holy Fuck (April 23), FourTet/James 
Holden/Kode 9/OOIOO (24), Junior Boys/ 
Metronomy/Prinzhorn Dance School/Morgan 
Geist/Kelley Polar (25), Andrew Bird (26), 
RZA(28). 
London INDIG02 (April 23-28) 

echo and the bunnymen 

Nothing ever lasts forever? The venerable Ian 

McCulloch begs to differ. 

London Royal Albert Hall (September 

16) 

eels 

Mark 'E' Everett tours his downbeat indie 
rock, as collected on Meet The Eels. 
York Opera House (March 21), 
Sheffield City Hall (22), Oxford 
New Theatre (23), Cambridge Corn 
Exchange (24) 

elbow 

Bury miserablists tour their long-awaited 
fourth album The Seldom Seen Kid. 
Newcastle Academy (April 5), Leeds 
Met Uni (6), Oxford Academy (8), 
Bristol Colston Hall (9), Birmingham 
Academy (10), Sheffield Octagon 
(1 2), Manchester Academy (1 3), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 4), London 
Brixton Academy (15) 

alec empire 

Digital Hardcore mainman shows an 
unexpectedly tender side on The Digital 
Foretaste Of Heaven. 
London Dingwalls (March 5), 
Manchester Academy 3 (7) 

end of the road 

A return to the leafy copses and verdant 
meadows of Wiltshire for the third instalment 
of the UK's "best new festival", as judged by 
the UK Festival Awards 2006. 
www.endoftheroadfestival.com 
LarmerTree Gardens, Wiltshire 
(September 12-14) 



enablers 

Former members of Swans, 
Tarnation, Nice Strong Arm and 
Toiling Midgets play rolling, 
dramatic avant-rock tethered 
down by the dark narratives of 
literary veteran PeteSimonelli. 
London Water Rats (1 4), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (15), 
Manchester Star And Garter (16), 
Aberdeen Tunnels (18), Glasgow 
Nice N Sleazy (1 9), Belfast Bunker 
(20), Liverpool Leaf Cafe (22), 
Birmingham Jug Of Ale (23) 



ether 

The Southbank Centre's festival returns with 
experimental new work, rare appearances 
by returning heroes and suitably strange 
collaborations. Highlights include krautrock 
outfit Harmonia, new material by Goldfrapp 
andMarcAlmond. 

London Southbank Centre (April 
18-28) 

feist 

Former Gonzales collaborator and the 
current Miss iPod Nano tours her major label 
debut, The Reminder. 
London Royal Albert Hall (May 21), 
Manchester Palace Theatre (22) 

field day 

PlanB\s official partners for this London 
all-dayer, back for a second year. Check 
www.fielddayfestivals.com 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 

flimflam 

Alan Wilkinson's jazz residency, taking place 

intermittent Wednesdays. March's first set 
sees Wilkinson on sax joined by John Bissett 
(guitar) and Mark Sanders (drums), while 
the second meeting is headlined by four-man 
troupe GN05. 
London Ryans (March 19, 26) 

foals 

Left turns all the way as Oxford finger- 
tappers tour their debut album Antidotes. 
Newcastle Academy 2 (March 9), 
Manchester Academy 2 (1 1), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (1 2), 
Norwich Waterfront (14), Brighton 
Concorde 2 (16), London Astoria (17) 

the f utureheads 

Sunderland's chirpiest back in the game with 
new single The Beginning Of The Twist. 
Newcastle Northumbria Uni Stage 2 
(March 3), Portsmouth Wedgewood 
Rooms (5), Oxford Academy (6), Stoke 
Sugarmill (7), Leicester Athena (21) 

diamanda galas 

Gothic queen unfurls her new album Guilty 
Guilty Guilty. Expect haunted glossolalia and 
a three-and-a-half octave range. 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall (March 
18 and 20) 

gallhammer 

Japanese girl trio combine death metal, 
crust-punk and brutal cookie-monster growl. 
London Water Rats (March 1 2), 
Leeds Rios (1 3), Cardiff Barfly (1 4), 
Birmingham Barfly (1 5), Liverpool 
Barfly (16), York Fibbers (17), 
Glasgow Barfly (18) 




tour stories: baby dee 

Words: Louis Pattison 

How long does it take you to prepare for the stage? 

"Seven hours with my make-up artist and another hour and a half 
with my stylist." 

Do you have any special or notable costumes? 

"Gothic ice cream girl realness." 

Or any important pre-gig rituals? 

"I liketodoan hour or so of yoga." 

Complete this sentence: it's a good gig if... 

"There are no deaths and as few dismemberments as possible." 

Introduce us to your tourbus (or other travelling vehicle). 

"Right now it's just a big rented van with a lovely bunch of 
passengers. Paul Oldham, aka 'Hambone', has been doing most of 
the driving so far but we've only been out for a few days and I'm 
sure he's going to get sick of it. His sweetie Amber is along and she's 
a godsend, doing everything from selling merch to playing the 
glockenspiel. Alex Neilson, aka 'Squeezie Bits', is behaving himself 
in the back seat. We're in Boston, staying at the gorgeous home of 
Amanda Palmer. Her landlord Lee turned an old house in the south 
end into an oddball's paradise. Alex and I got loaded and played a 
duet last night on the piano, which belonged to a Chinese prostitute 
in Montana." 

What music do you use to soundtrack the journey? 

"Mr Fox, Pentangle, Prum Manh, Rain Tree Crow." 

What's the strangest place a tour has ever taken you? 

"Krefeld was pretty weird. I played a hotel there, which I thought 
would be cool because I'd done it once before in Tucson, but this one 
in Krefeld -a city in Germany sort of around Cologne -was awful. 
The hotel turned out to be this big corporate sort of place and the 
room I played in was super formal. They had a grand piano but it was 
one of those ones that plays itself. I was in constant fear of it taking 
off on its own. Horrible place. There was a restaurant in the hotel and 
they made me eat schnitzel." 

What's the weirdest crowd/crowd response you've ever 
experienced? 

"Hey, as long as everybody's got all their fingers and toes intact at 
the end of the show I'll call it a good thing. I did a show with Current 
93 at this wonderful dance club in Barcelona called La Paloma where 
codgers would do ballroom dancing in the early evening with a 30- 
piece orchestra. That was pretty neat. I don't know how many of them 
stuck around though." 

What's the absolute worst debauchery you've seen the 
road reduce people to? What kind of stowaways or refugees 
do you find on the bus (if any)? Have you ever gone AWOL 
yourself? The worst injuries and/or illnesses (self-inflicted or 
not)? The most life-affirming act of kindness you've seen in 
the face of rolling carnage? 

"We used to get a lot of that sort of thing in the circuses but I don't 
go in for it on my own tour." 

What's the best thing about being away from home? What's 
the worst? 

"The adoring multitudes are kind of nice. But I miss my cat, Jackie 
Blackie." 

Transgender New York cabaret star and "friend of Antony" brings her new album Safe 
Inside The Day, out on Drag City, to the UK. 

Newcastle The Cluny (March 1 9), Coventry Taylor Johns House (24), 
Norwich Arts Centre (25), London Bush Hall (26), Reading South Street 
Arts Centre (27), Bristol Cube Cinema (28) 
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gay against you 

Party times FOREVER! as Joe Howe and 
Lachlann Rattray pull on those old PE kits 
and fire up the 8-bits.The Leeds show is 
as part of Chinchillafest. 
Bristol The Croft (March 1 2), Bath 
Porter Bar (1 3), Weymouth The 
Queens (14), Oxford The Cellar (1 5), 
Southampton The Joiners (1 6), 
Bournemouth iBar (1 7)Ashf ord Three 
Zero (1 8), Cambridge The Portland 
Arms (1 9), London Bardens (20), 
Northampton Labour Club (21), 
London Windmill (23), Manchester 
Klondyke (27), Liverpool Class A Audio 
(28), Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(May 16) 

carlos giffoni 

Get ready to rumble as No Fun Productions 
head honcho fires up the analogue synths. 
The Bristol show is in support to Merzbow, 
while London's showfeatures Consumer 
Electronics. 

Bristol The Croft (April 1 8), Leeds 
Termite Club (1 9), Newcastle The Cluny 
(20), Nottingham Chameleon (21), 
London The Gramaphone (22) 

the go! team 

High-kicking neon cheerleaders embark 
on the UK leg of their world tour. 
Oxford Carling Academy (4), Leeds 
Metropolitan University (5), Sheffield 
Plug (6), Nottingham Trent University 
(7) 

goldfrapp 

Alison Goldfrapp and Will Gregory return 
with the new, folk-tinged Seventh Tree. 
London Union Chapel (March 4), 
Bexhill-on-Sea De La Warr (June 21), 
Birmingham Symphony Hall (22), 
Manchester Bridgewater Hall (23), 
London Royal Albert Hall (25), Sage 
Gateshead (July 1) 

green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica festival 
returns to the hills of mid Wales. 
www.thegreenmanfestival.co.uk 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-17) 



now booking: le weekend 

Words: Frances Morgan 



What venues does Le Weekend use, 
and how are these spaces suited to 
the music? 

Alasdair Campbell (artistic director): 
"The Le Weekend festival happens 
predominantly in the Tolbooth, Stirling, 
which used to be the town jail but had 
a refurbishment five years ago by architect 
Richard Murphy. The venue is a small 
theatre space, 1 65 capacity, and it sits 
at the top of the town next to the castle. 
The main auditorium can be squared off 
for different types of experiences. Other 
rooms are used for screening films, and 
sessions also take place in the attic studio. 
The idea for the festival is that the whole 
building comes alive with music. ..corny 
but true! The hub of the festival is the 
cafe bar where this year Monorail will 
have a stall, DJswill perform and live 
performances will take place. 



"This year the festival moves from the 
Tolbooth to use the brilliant Church Of 
The Holy Rude. This is a Gothic church with 
no fixed pews, so the whole space will be 
set for performance." 

Will any of the performances from 
the festival be recorded, and are there 
plans to release any of them? 

"Normally we record the whole 
festival. Seventhings, the web-based music 
company, works with us on this. We do 
not release this ourselves, but work with 
artists to see if releases are possible. 
Peter Brotzmann released histentet's 
performance at Le Weekend, as have 
Thurston Moore and Pelt. Seventhings, 
with artists' permission, places some of 
the recordings on the web for sale." 

Where do the like of Taken By Trees 
and The Pastels fit in with the improv 
and experimental music you have 
programmed - what connects them 
to more experimental genres? 

"The link to the festival is only really to 
music and sound, and the way that artists 



the grid 

Richard Norris- who also toils as half 
of remix/DJ duo Beyond The Wizard's 
Sleeve alongside Erol Alkan - returns 
to his old pseudonym The Grid and tours 
new album Doppleganger, out March on 
Some Bizzare. 

London Scala (March 26), Manchester 
Academy 3 (27) 

the gutter twins 

Seems the town ain't too big for both of 'em: 
Mark Lanegan and Greg Dulli link up for the 
dark country and gothic blues of Saturnalia. 
Belfast Limelight (April 6), Glasgow 
Oran Mor (7), Manchester Academy 3 
(8), Birmingham Academy (9) 



kristen hersh 

Founder of Throwing 
Muses reads from 
her forthcoming 
memoir Paradoxical 
Undressing 
accompanied by 
music and film. 
Glasgow St 
Andrew's In The 
Square (March 
25), London 
Queen Elizabeth 
Hall (26) 



primavera festival 

Barcelona's three-day festival 
returns in 2008. Acts confirmed 
so far include Mission of Burma, 
Okkervil River, Eric's Trip, Model 
500, Scout Niblett,Clipse, 
Shipping News, Holly Golightly 
&TheBrokeoffs, The Felice 
Brothers and Man Man 
Barcelona Pare Del Forum 
(May 29-31) 



iron maiden 

Visions of a gigantic Eddie crushing an entire 
rugby scrum underfoot prove too attractive 
to shake. 
London Twickenham Stadium (July 5) 

the jesus and mary chain 

The Reid brothers continue down the 

comeback trail. 

London Roundhouse (March 11-12) 

sharon jones and the dap-kings 

Brooklyn funk/soul revivalists write 'em like 
they used to. 

Dublin Button Factory (April 10), 
Manchester Mint Lounge (11), 
Brighton Concorde (1 2), Birmingham 
Yardbird (13), Gateshead The Sage 
(1 5), London Jazz Cafe (1 6, 1 7, 1 8), 
Bristol Fiddlers (19) 



ladyfest london 

A platform for women's talents in music, art, 
comedy, photography, film, debate, written 
and spoken word. 
www.myspace.com/ladyfestlondon 
LondonTBC (May 9-11) 

latitude 

Well spray-paint a sheep, if it isn't the third 
annual Latitude festival. 
www.latitudefestival.co.uk 
Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 

jens lekman 

Jens tours his current album Night Falls over 

Kortedala, out now on Secretly Canadian. 

Pontins Camber Sands ATP (May 11), 
Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms 
(12), Newcastle 
The Cluny 
(13), Leeds 
Woodhouse Club 
(14), Glasgow 
Oran Mor (15), 
Butlins Minehead 
ATP (18), 
Manchester 
Academy 3 (19), 
Birmingham Glee 
Club (21), Belfast 

TBA (23), Galway Roisin Dubh (24), 

DublinThe Village (25) 

jamie Udell 

Warp's electronic funk pioneer debuts new 

album Jim. 

London KOKO (April 28) 

the long blondes 

More songs of vintage styling and suburban 
glamour as Sheffield's finest debut new 
album Couples. 

Cambridge Junction (April 6), 
Liverpool Carling Academy 2 (7), 
Manchester Academy 2 (8), Leeds 
University (9), Sheffield - Octagon 
(1 0), Glasgow QMU (1 2), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (13), Nottingham 
Trent University (14), Birmingham 
Carling Academy 2 (1 5), Northampton 
Roadmender (1 6), Oxford Carling 
Academy (1 8), Bristol Anson Rooms 



(1 9), Southampton University (20), 
London Forum (21) 

the mars volta 

New record The Bedlam In Goliath is about 
the group's adventure with ouija boards and 
features jazz-flute. Business as usual then. 
Manchester Apollo (March 13), London 
Brixton Academy (14) 

meltdown festival: massive 
attack 

Massive Attack fill the seat previously 
warmed by Elvis Costello, Robert Wyatt, Nick 
Cave, Patti Smith and Jarvis Cocker? Lineup 
TBC, but here's the dates. 
London Southbank Centre (June 14-22) 

roisin murphy 

Moloko vocalist turned nu-disco queen 

captures hearts with new album 

Overpowered. 

London Roundhouse (March 8) 

my bloody valentine 

Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide back 
into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-23), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

north sea radio orchestra/ 
crayola lectern 

Early music and lilting choral psychedelia. 
Brighton Friend's Meeting House 
(March 16) 

gary numan 

Gary's 50 years old and for his birthday he 
gets to take Replicas out on the road. 
Belfast Spring And Airbrake (March 3), 
Dublin Tripod (4), Nottingham Rock 
City (5), Newcastle Academy (7), 
Manchester Academy (8), Norwich UEA 
(9), Wolverhampton Wulfren Hall (10), 
Cambridge The Junction (1 1), Brighton 
The Dome (1 2), Oxford Academy (1 3), 
Southampton University (14), London 
indig02(15) 

old time relijun 

Churning, angular Beefheartian sax punk 
from Olympia, Washington. 
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live preview 



conceive this. Bands like Taken By Trees 
explore music in the same way as any 
artist does. Victoria's songs are scattered 
with references to other musical worlds: 
minimal piano motifs and riffs, folk 
melodies. ..Improvisation is another 
form of artistic creation, one that happens 
immediately, and the big question is 
how preconceived improv really is. The 
pop song obviously is preconceived but 
in performance this can stray into new 
territory. And in pop there is always room 
for experimentation. The festival has 
always been about the bringing together 
of and the clashes between areas of music. 
For example, the commission will be a 
wholly written piece but will be performed 
with as much zeal for experimenting 
as Hamid Drake or Evan Parker." 

How many new commissions 
are performed at the festival, and 
what's the process like with regard 
to choosing these? 

"This year there will hopefully be two, 
but also some bands that we bring will be 



new and on their first or second outings. 
The commissions are usually devised by 
myself working with artists that I would 
want to commission for many creative 
reasons. The organ piece 'Big Lung' came 
about because I wanted to work with 
the space and the amazing organ [in the 
Church Of The Holy Rude] and also knew 
that David Fennessy would approach the 
task in a certain way. 

"Each year I hope to have one or two 
completely new commissions." 

Now in its 1 1 th year, Le Weekend is an eclectic, 
intimate and always surprising celebration of fringe 
sounds from classical and jazz to underground 
pop music. This year features legendary jazz 
vocalist Annette Peacock (pictured left), performing 
in the UK for the first time in 20 years, alongside 
appearances from The Pastels, Plan £faves Taken 
By Trees, Hamid Drake and Raymond Bonijape, 
and Bill Wells' National Jazz Trio Of Scotland, 
as well as films and live poetry, 
www. leweekendfesti val .com 
Stirling Tollbooth (May 23) 



swn 2008 

Radio 1 DJ Huw Stephens' new music festival 
ret urns to Card iff for its second year. Held across 
1 6 venues ranging from poky little coffee shops 
to the 500-capacity noisebox Clwb Ifor Bach, Swn 
2008 promises the same mix of new blood, old 
hands and wild cards that saw San Francisco's lo-f i 
minstrels, Two Gallants share a bill with Beirut, 
Edwyn Collins and DJ Scotch Egg. 
Cardiff venues (September 7-9) 



Brighton The Prince Albert (April 22), 
London Cargo (23) 

the only ones 

The spotlight falls back on Peter Perrett's 
punk survivors. 

Brighton Concorde 2 (March 22), 
London KOKO (28) 

pentangle 

Exactly 40 years to the day since they 
recorded their live double album Sweet 
Child, a reunited Pentangle - comprising 
the original line-up of Bert Jansch, John 
Renbounre, Jacqui McShee, Danny 
Thompson and Terry Cox- return to 
the Royal Festival Hall. 
London Royal Festival Hall (June 29) 

phosphorescent/jana hunter 

Alabama-bred troubadour Matthew Houck 
co-headlines with Gnomonsong artist and 
fellow Castanets associate Jana Hunter. 
London, Borderline (April 17), Bristol 
The Cube (1 8), Coventry Taylor John's 
House (1 9), York Fibbers (20), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (21), Newcastle 
Cumberland Arms (22), Manchester 
Sacred Trinity Chapel (23), Leeds The 
Faversham (24) 

public enemy 

Performing ItTakesA Nation Of Millions 
To Hold Us Back as part of ATP's Don't 
Look Back series, with supports Dr Octagon, 
Kutmasta Kurt, Anti-Pop Consortium 
andEdan. 

London Brixton Academy (May 23), 
Manchester Academy (26), Glasgow 
ABC1 (27) 

radiohead 

So, how much would you like to pay for your 
ticket? Well tough, it's £42.50. 
London Victoria Park (June 24-25), 
Manchester Lanes Country Cricket 
Ground (29) 

raekwon 

Wu-Tang man presents his Nineties LP Only 
Built 4 Cuban Linksas part of ATP's Don't 
Look Back series. 
London Koko (May 19) 



rings 

The former First Nation girls try on their new 

album for Animal Collective's PawTracks 

imprint, Black Habit. 

London Bardens (April 1), Glasgow, 

NiceNSIeazy's(2) 

roadburn 

Dutch festival returns with a bill to die (or 
kill) for. Celtic Frost, Boris, Jesujia Carrera, 
Neurosis' Scott Kelly, Electric Wizard, Acid 
Mothers Guru, Cult Of Lunajhe Heads, 
Nadja, Isis, Grand Magus, Witchcraft, 
Capricorns, Taint, and a special day-long 
affiliated event curated by Current 93's dark 
patriarchDavidTibet.www.roadburn.com 
Tilberg 013 (April 17-20) 

laloschifrin 

Argentine-American composer known most 
popularly for the Mission: Impossiblelheme. 
London Barbican (April 1) 

sebadoh 

Lou Barlow, Eric Gaffney and Jason 
Lowenstein brush the cobwebs off 
everyone's second favourite Sebadoh 
album, Bubble And Scrape. 
London Koko (May 7) 

siouxsie 

Cold pop noir as Siouxsie tours debut solo 
LP Mantaray. 

Wolves Wulf run (March 4), Bristol 
Anson Rooms (6), Oxford Academy (7), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (10) 

skeleton and the kings of 
all cities 

New York genre-mashers make like a looser, 
more sprawling Animal Collective with last 
year's Lucas. 

Nottingham HighSoc (April 24), 
Aberdeen Dizzy Soc (28), Hull New 
Adelphi (30), Dublin Maximum Joy 
(1 6), Cocrk Ping Pong (1 7), Brighton 
The Engine Room (June 08) 

the sonics 

This Friday night performance at garage/ 
psych do Le Beatbespoke Weekender 4 
marks the Washington State garage-rockers' 
f i rst ever U K show. With The Staggers, The 



Jaybirds, The Good 
Time Charlies, The 
Phantom Keys and 
LosChicos.www. 
newuntouchables. 
com 

London Forum 
(March 21) 

the subways 

Local band made 
good. 

Manchester 
Academy 3 
(April 5) 



the sunset rubdown 

Wolf Parade spin-off tour their Jagjaguwar 
LP Random Spirit Lover. 
Butlins Minehead ATP (May 16), 
Manchester Moho (19), Dublin 
Crawdaddy(20), Bristol Thekla (21), 
London Luminaire (22) 

supergrass 

Gaz, Mick and Danny tour newWhite 
Stripes-inspired LP Diamond Hoo-Ha. 
Liverpool Academy (March 12), 
Cambridge Junction (13), London 
Roundhouse (14) 

supersonic 

Plan B\s proud to sponsor Capsule's annual 

metal/noise/folk gathering, www.capsule. 

org.uk 

Birmingham Custard Factory (July 1 1 - 

12) 

the sword 

Texan metal dawgs do that righteous 
Melvins/Sleep thing, except wearing tighter 
jeans. Support from by Oakland's Saviours. 
Nottingham Rock City (March 25), 
Oxford Academy (26), Birmingham 
Academy (27), Manchester Academy 
(28), Glasgow King Tuts (29), Stoke 
Sugar Mill (30), Newport TJ's (April 1), 
Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms (2), 
London Underworld (3), Colchester 
Arts Centre (4) 



the teenagers 

Nihilistic Frenchman beckon misogyny back 
into the pop fold. 

Manchester Roundhouse (April 1 ), 
Birmingham Bar Academy (2) 

Sebastian tellier 

Son of one of Magma waves around his new 
album Sexuality \o\ all to see. 
London Scala (April 28) 

they came from the stars i saw 
them 

Chaotic experimental pop. 
Brighton The Greenhouse Effect 
(March 15), Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire 
(May 15) 

turbonegro 

Scandi leather men prep for a German tour 

with this one-off UK show. 

London Electric Ballroom (March 24) 

kathryn williams and neill 
maccoll 

Former Mercury nominee joins forces with 
acclaimed acoustic guitarist. 
Cardiff St David's Hall (March 1 8), 
Perth Theatre & Concert Hall (24), 
Edinburgh CabaretVoltaire (25), 
GlasgowThe Classic Grand (26), 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall (28), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (April 6), 
Norwich Arts Centre (8), Bristol St 
George's (1 2), Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (16) 

yeasayer 

Brooklyn ethnologists play out their All Hour 

Cymbals. 

London ICA (March 6, 1 0), Manchester 

NightAndDayCafe(9) 

neil young 

Neil returns for 1 dates to air his 30th studio 
album, Chrome Dreams II. 
Edinburgh Playhouse (March 3), 
London Hammersmith Apollo (5-9), 
Manchester Apollo (11-1 2), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (14-15) 




plan b | 55 



f 



« 



f 



V 



V 




**. 



^fyn/S^n 



es 



is: Petra Davis 
ration: Laurie J Proud 




Diamanda Galas to pour a ci 

Guilty, Guilty, Guilty (Mute) describing 

listened to 
now, for a time, you are mine the last fev 
Every year, on Valentine's Day, Diamanda Galas power, anc 
plays a massacre in New York. Stakes out the it every tirr 
hearts of the assembled, snakes tales of death- Debussyan 
bound love into ready ears. It's a powerful lyric slightl 
prohibition. This collection is largely taken famous by 
from the 2006 show at the Knitting Factory. rather thar 
It's not only that rare moth, a successful live justsometl 
document; it is also a beautifully balanced quarantine 
and persuasive argument on our inevitable lover, addr 
mortality, and equally of its powerlessness Love, this v 
against the love that survives it. destroy tirr 
This it has in common with Galas' entire yet it derar 
recorded output. This woman is notorious for isolating u: 
her complexity and range. Her ability to marry- 
no, not to marry, to forge - styles and traditions could be t 
that only make sense together as a gigantic Galas enjo] 
labour of love and rage; her subjects, isolation, monumerr 
dispossession, the cry of last resort at the astonishing 
moment before, or even after, death; contrary piano like 1 
to expectation, these sit squarely behind this backgroun 
collection of largely jazz and blues-based first solo 01 
covers, including such standards as 'Autumn aged 14-v 

Isolation, dispossession, 
the cry of last resort at 
the moment before, or 
even after, death 

Leaves', 'O Death' and 'Heaven Have Mercy'. she accom| 

Though these choices recall her work on 1992's piano as a < 

The Singer, which gathered gospel and blues Her blu< 

under her prodigious crow's wing, she instills almost esse 

them with every bit of the same passion and empt her s 1 

er less obliquely political songs' som 

les: Will And Testament changes to 

er 2003 project, describing the Armenian, theatrics a; 

Greek and Assyrian genocides at the hands melds jazz 

of the Turks). These love songs, all but one, 4 Women' 

have in common a desperation, seeking the swapping I 

possibility of beauty and dignity at crisis point. strikes of h 

The strength of her delivery alone is apotropaic and addine 

- not merely an expression of extreme emotion, before her 

but a warning, a hint of the power of the the indescr 

powerless, the secret of the curse in the final which she i 

breath. Perhaps her interest turns on that The albi 

moment of extremity, rather than its history, performan 

the betrayal and devastation that precede it. Mercy', wh 

much by it; 

so much more than my heart can hold track, Ralp 

But it's the one song that does not explore the atonal, 

that crisis point that Galas has chosen to centre misericord 

this collection. 'Interlude (Time)', with pride Lord above 

of place at track four of seven, abandons the returning 1 

certainty and finality of the rest of the songs refrain wh 



to pour a creamy, reverberant vibrato over lines 
describing the mystery of love's origin. I've 
I istened to this song maybe 40 or 50 times over 
the last few days, attempting to analyse its 
power, and my conscious mind slides right off 
it every time, lulled by its ghostly comfort, its 
Debussyan otherworldliness. Galas changes the 
lyric slightly from the 1968 rendition, made 
famous by tragic blue-eyed soul star Timi Yuro; 
ratherthan asking, "Who knows if it's real, or 
just something we're all dreaming of?", Galas 
quarantines the character with her imagined 
lover, addressing the question only to him. 
Love, this version contends, has the power to 
destroy time, remake the world, defy the grave, 
yet it deranges, leaves lovers somehow alone, 
isolating us in our uncertainty. 

could be the beginning of love 

Galas enjoys mastery of not one, but two, 
monumental instruments. Armed with an 
astonishing voice, the woman also plays the 
piano like the byzantine monster it is. Her 
background as a teenage concert pianist- her 
first solo outing with the San Diego Symphony 
aged 14- was followed by a lengthy stint in the 
improvisational jazz scene of 
q I f* y* Seventies LA, playing with Bobby 
^1 wl If Bradford and Roberto Miranda 
L ~*4- (which is like saying you came 

^ ^* ^ up as a librarian in Alexandria). 

g^m* And it's not even her primary 

f "■ instrument. Perhaps a more 

human touchstone, and the one 
most return to in reference to 
Galas' blues-based work, is that 
she accompanied her father's gospel band on 
piano as a child. There. Feel better? 

Her blues style is percussive and emotive, 
almost essential. She allows the piano to pre- 
empt her swift changes of mood, leaving the 
songs' sometimes complex narratives to chore' 
changes to convey, and reacting with vocal 
theatrics as tender as they are extreme. She 
melds jazz and blues, playing '8 Men And 
4 Women' as a gnarly amalgam of both, 
swapping blues bass hand with lightning 
strikes of high-register improvised right hand, 
and adding the honkytonk of silent film - 
before her voice shifts from 1 2-bar blues to 
the indescribable, multi-tonal ululation for 
which she is most famous. 

The album closes with an outstanding 
performance of Edith Piaf's 'Heaven Have 
Mercy', which paints lost love as slavery, as 
much by its juxtaposition to the preceding 
track, Ralph Stanley's 'O Death', as by 
the atonal, guttural hopelessness of its 
misericordian appeal. "Must I stay here in hell? 
Lord above, let me die, " begs Galas, before 
returning forthe lasttime to the unbearable 
refrain which is the album's final word. 

plan b | 57 




. 


■ 
■■'* f ift 


* . * ■ 






n 









:■ 






Yl 



-.:. r ,?# f-'W* 



a ■M-'f ^ 






•?s 


..,/;... ^ 




aWHM 


3 [¥■ 

1 - rfl 


'Jt ■*! I 5 ' 


w 1 * 


PB^I 



JA 

■:• 'Sj|P*i« 

the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Isabel Bostwick 



^5 



&»« 









1 -Jit: " 





rtr^. % 






' s-*'.-. 




•8Br?¥W 






?^«*l* 




ts**.* 7 ™^ 






Jjgr 


V< 


K 


: : ?:■■* 






""* 


*fc**H 










■F-^HSK 



Snoleoparden: Snoleoparden (Rump) 
Hotpants Romance: It's A Heatwave (Big Print) 
Tropics Of Cancer: UnderThe Covers (Rim) 
White Hinterland: Phylactery Factory (Dead Ocean) 

Asked for a song about hair loss on stage the other 
night, I improvised a song about a nightingale: 
trilling, wavering, simple. It didn't resonate with 
cynicism, failed to gain any knowing smirks. 
That wasn't the intention. The intention was to 
communicate a desire for exploration: the thirst 
for understanding portrayed through the simple 
metaphor of flight. Snoleoparden's debut self- 
titled album - the work of Denmark-based multi- 
instrumentalist Jonas Stampe- utilises many child- 
like instruments (xylophone, glockenspiel, hakim 
ghoula) and favours the sort of tumbling, wooden 
rhythmic patterns that underpin some of Bjork's 
more intricate work. It too is a stranger to artifice. 
It sacrifices form for expression, the Zeitgeist for 
sound quality- I'm reminded of Langley Schools 
Music Project, most obviously when Stampe brings 
in a full-fledged kindergarten choir to help him 
on a gleeful stomp through Danish composer 
Sebastian's 'Hodja Fra Pjort', but also in the actual 
sound of his homemade percussive instruments, 
the way he cavorts between pursed trumpet-like 
brass and wooden timpani; ingenuous always, tired 
never. Elsewhere, a six-year-old Pakistani busker 
sings on the unutterably sweet 'Dreng'. Stampe 
studied sitar under Ravi Shankar in India 1 998, and 
you can hear traces in the tranced-out grooves of 
'Water Puppet Theatre'. Lithe, restless and searching 
onwards... Snoleoparden isn't so much a giant cat 
asa nightingale in full flight. 
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Next song in, I switched to my punk rant about, 
"This one goes out to my 30-year-old self /Fucked 
up on alcohol". It's good to scream sometimes. 
It's equally as good to scream in unison about ice 
creams and failed romances and chocolate Twix over 
good and nasty grungy guitars, no fancy rhythms, 
just the basics thank you. In this respect, Hotpants 
Romance are easily my perfect band this year or 
any other: the Manchester female trio's debut It's 
A Heatwave is Helen Love yelling at Kathleen Hanna 
yelling at a bunch of bratty eight-year-olds in the 
school playground while big sis nicks some guitar 
riffs from the second Ramones album and yells at 
Stef Petticoat (obligatory obscure Eighties reference) 
who's yelling at their mums to turn that racket 
down, and it absolutely rocks my world. The fact 
that all three girls are indeed dressed in hotpants 



It's good to scream in unison about 
ice creams and failed romances and 
chocolate Twix 



and eating ice cream on the cover only increases 
their sticky-sweet factor to the power of Uh-Oh. 
The sound is fantastic: it sounds like it costs £57.45 
to record, and that ain't no insult. The 1 2 songs are 
over in under 1 8 minutes, oh yeah baby. 

I threw in a version of Hoagy Carmichael's 
'Ole Buttermilk Sky' for good measure: the death 
song had gone down remarkably well and the TV 
Personalities throwback was solemn and dreary in 
equal amounts. It wasn't particularly odd. I'm sure 
it didn't unsettle nearly as much as Tropics Of 
Cancer's surreal torch song-meets-school recorder 
orchestra cover of the Buzzcocks' 'Get On Our 
Own' on the semi-languid, never settled, playful 
and high class UnderThe Covers. Rim Records 
motto is 'Specialists in Outsider Music' and you 
may think this is a vain claim to bandy around when 



concerning the drummer from London bar stalwarts 
The Flaming Stars. Nay! Not at all. This music is as 
wild and fearless as you'd hope -filmic in the same 
way Gallon Drunk like to capture rainy streets, 
sure, but also tumultuous and with strange female 
warbling vocals courtesy of the expressive, hula- 
hoop-ing She Rocola. Many originals, but covers 
stand out as covers are wont to do: particularly the 
evergreen Julie London classic 'Cry Me A River' 
and... please. I'd get down on bended knee to 
hear their take on Diana Ross' 'Upside Down'. 
I didn't do my spoken word Courtney Love 
show-stopper (and I mean stopper) the other night. 
It sometimes seems like there's too much Love 
these days. Sometimes feels the same 'bout Chan 
Marshall . . .every year there's another three or four 
along, not exactly the same of course, all with varied 
nuances and peculiar 
personalities and their 
own charm and all, but 
somehow all a little 
Marshall. I liked the new 
Thao, trust me, most 
'specially thesingle... 
and I'm enjoying the 
new White Hinterland 
even more, cos it has 
textures and bossa nova rhythms and violins and 
sensitude and a feel of mourned lost journeys and 
forgotten daydreams and resonates with the same 
pull and lull that so endeared M Ward to me, and 
what with the playful piano motives that thread 
throughout Phylactery Factory I'm reminded far 
more of Laura Nyro than Ms Marshall any day, but 
then. There's the danger, there's the rub, there's 
the entire problem with writing flip, generalised 
comparisons without a thought of how they may 
reflect upon the artist in question. Phylactery Factory 
is a summery delight; a fretful, deliriously happy 
shiver of a record. It sounds nothing and everything 
like nothing and everything you've heard before and 
will nestle quite happily in that arcane head of yours 
for months, if you let it slip that way, even gently. 
Look, there it goes now. . . 
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FIGHTING WITH WIRE 

mm n HOMIER 

Debut -.It lit \nm Deny trio. Forty In* nunuies 
ol raiw vh,vp riffs tollidinj full tone with huge 
mclodits. Rc< oiti minded for fins o r Jimmy (.it 
World, too Fiehtcis, Hiisiei Due and Bify tlyro. 

hmhwiw mm* • w 
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SIX BY SEVEN 

Mr ww* w long as in buck ^ 

In Six.by.SevOiVs Harful OF Hollow, 17 tnn^i, 5 £_ 

Remiaes lintludm? EIo-l Partp & Flaming tipsf. 9 ^ 

prsmctisnal videos 5 TV performance*. I Film. --< 



fltf BY HIT DELUXE EDITION 

[ Ne*ty compiled dDublE CD alburn containing all 
&( The Godfatferi" oxiginjl Corporate Image parly 

I single: l&nety Han. This Damn Nauon. I Want 

1 Everything,, Lo*e li Dead a.5 *ell a& Brides, live 

| so-r^gs 5 Radio I sessiom. 
COWQMJl JfflH - 7ffl 



SIX. BY SEVEt 



TOM HINGLEY & THE LOVERS 

HIGHUGHTS 

Thr ic-EDnd alburn comhnrs luuHuI apttic inussr wild 
*vry, hurrQijioisi -and lifp afliimmg lync-s. I y«n in 
rhF rn*k n£, rtii record is 1iip tnp of a jc-j in^y ' 0| a 



} fry, hurr:Duioi5L and h' 
■ ■ rhF m>k n£, t>\\% record 
•f l I Ka-nirhrslf j intfie super 
rhr ir.d mdijaliry & uniq 
■ i a Jlifr l i, c : JI b"' ^J" itcrcii. 
_^* rrti XtWHUIMMUA ffl 



B FOR BANG ^ 
jawf rw (wrfjtff Df lAttema f 

B for Bang reftifei flit Beatles.! .he [int.cnvwt' 
tional pignut Kaiia lahecjue in^i-ed I^Dnrtiiy „ 
flut-sci such ai Paiti Smiiti £ Daniel Day Uwh 
founding an innovative jnolnmedia project alone 

[0 our times. 
IHl ttCQNWW - CD 

VON BONDIES 

WE ARE MtUXAIES AIMING STRAIGHT fOR 

YOUR HEART 

"Tpaiuring. [fair Pirn new material smce 2004, 

the- Von Bandies release- a new 4 track EP to tie , 

in with their recent UK tour " 

m Tttt *H - HCQ 



BALTIC FLEET 

BALTIC fLEET 

Recorded by Paul Fleming wnilst on World Tooi 

paying keyboard! for The Bjnnynifn. Mixed by 

ick Terry (Klaxons, SttDj. Think Eno, NEW!, Dom, 

"Sigwr Ros meeis DJ ftad&w. 
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GRAND VOLUME 

5£rVD ME YOUR CHAMPION 

A fcrocmii iftttmftil of intent that lurks, in tie 

no -mans land between vemhikws punk- rock and 

min;| -warping prog, 1 

Ml KDRJHlIiii- ffl 



THE LOW LOWS 

WWW MHFAfff 

Sophomore album nf hooMaden songi* combining 
slow, dreamlike balladry wirii melo dually dis- 
t-j 1 : ,'.l guitar, srnasnin^ tcaihy drums, pedal ueel, 
I part voeal harmony & gDstrel-tin^ed, eMplasive 
climaKts, 
HGHomm - cp 

FOOT VILLAGE 

EMEHOSUIP mm 

Ff?,nnin| rjrisn Milki £ Grace Lee of of Gang Wii^d 
iLoanVtalatic Ptace) and Josh Taytor nf Fnends For- 
ever (Loadf. ftectroed by Jonathan impel (Captain 
Ahabi'S maittred by Pete Swanwn [Yellow Swam), 
Also features A additional remitti by: BIG A little- a / 
Tussle; t Silwei Da£jen / Robedoo/t. 



HUH VMCf 

'Brace Brace 1 captures the sonic assanlr of the (eg- . 
endary Chi^inki live ibows whilst cominoing io f 
showcase then skills in i!ie dark art oi songwritingf 
MBM COW ■ CD I . 
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DONNA SUMMER 

ther mm 



■^ Tracei of Bontjf, Techno and a whole lot d1 

Breakcore yield such eenis as Taity Penrrfe", "Gtt 

Dowfl" m "Aoti RoA R«k". No uyk w^fcanf *r 

- r ton cheeijf lo learn from, ''Panther Trach'* is like 

rjjL the ultimate Rave: ii's fun, %\\$Mf trazy, and *iil 

Nffi keep you dancing all ni^ht Enng. 

f«^ tM Atff« - ro 

AN ANAMINATION Of THE FOLLOWING FINE SHOPS DEDICATED TO BRINGING YOU THE FINEST IN NEW HUM. 

At&fcN - YEOVIL / MDTC - MtmiWTH / A * A DliCS - CHBHIFLE / AVAIANCKE - GLASGCrW / BEATDOWK - HEWCA5TUE 

&0ChKAT.«r1 / CHEAP THRILL5 - NEWPDHT I dftU ftECDtfifi - OTHBRIA. / OQtlNTIH CULTURE - HIGH WYCOMIE / CKASH - liEDS / DItIUSE - WEWPWT 

THE DWFT RECORD SHOP TOFKES / HEAD LEAMINuTDN SPA / JAtKi ^HEFFIEUJ 

JG W1NDDWS - NFWttSTlE / JUMBO - LfEDi / MKE5 - STROUD / N0RKAMREC0RD5.COM / DNE UP - ABERDEEN 

OUT DF m? \im / PIGCADIllT HAWCHECTfR / POUR BEAR - WMIINCHArl t PRDBE LMRTCDL 

RECORD CORNER SilRET t RECORD YUUGE - SCUKTHDRPE / REFLEX NEWCASTU / RESIDENT - BRIGHTON 



RlfYTHMQNllNE.CO.UK ROAD / RECORDS - DUBUH / ROCKABOOM - LEICESTER / ROCKAWAT - NEWPORT / ROUGH TRADE ■ EAST / ROUGH TRADE - TALBOT ROAD 
ROUKDER - BRIGHTON / RPM ■ NEWCASTLI I SEHQAD1SC NQm I SISTER RAT LONDON 

SONIC BOOM - KETTERING f SOUND W OUT STOCKTON ON TEES t SOUNDOASH NOPTWHtH / SPtLURS - CARDIFF 
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Protest and despair are two sides of the same coin 




for shoah 

Words: Daniel Barrow 

Thee Silver Mount Zion Memorial 
Orchestra And Tra-La-La Band 

13 Blues For Thirteen Moons (Constellation) 

A question: how long can one keep up despair 
before choosing death? For how long does one 
tolerate the law of diminishing returns before 
abandoning the whole farce? It's been a decade 
since the first Godspeed You ! Black Emperor 
LP, but its members are still making records for 
crushed souls and thwarted revolutionaries. So, on 
opener (discounting the 1 2 tracks and 75 seconds 
of metallic drone that comes before it) '1 ,000,000 
Died To Make This Sound', Efrim Menuck roundly 
declares all capitalist culture morally abhorrent, 
and even finds "the pretence of their awful 
gardens" too much to take: "Give me a goddamn 
shovel/I'll dig my own damn hole. " Ho hum. 

Menuck's voice spends much time front and 
centre of the mix, to the record's detriment: he 
slurs, wails and emphasises random syllables, 
in order to leave the listener in no doubt that he 
is 'impassioned', or whatever. The lyrics, when 
recognisable, pressgang impenetrable symbolism 



- "There's ravens in the gun-trees! " goes the title 
track's refrain - in the service of Clash-simple 
protest (they unfortunately stoop to slogans like 
"I just want some action!" and "No heroes on my 
radio!") and killjoy paranoiac misanthropy. The 
music - well-recorded, churning electric rock 
grooves of varying intensity, with occasional string 
embellishments - is a far cry from both the ethereal 
tenderness and excoriating, heaven-sent noise of 
their first two albums, or GY! BE's magnum opus, 
Lift Yr Skinny Fists Like Antennas To Heaven. The 
hazy, heart-breaking drift of their earlier work, 
and the truly communal singing they patented 
on 2003's This Is Our Punk Rock, suited Menuck's 
vocals - an acquired taste - and the group's 
anguished politics much better. 

It's not that it's actually bad -just disappointing. 
When I first came into contact with Godspeed and 
SMZ, they immediately became Important Bands - 
you know, the kind who prescribe and transcribe 
your entire worldview; their mixture of fragile 
sorrow, ecstatic intensity, and very personal 
collectivist politics provided a conduit for my own 
disgust and rage, and a glimpse of salvation in 
a world I hated. Maybe it's simply that I no longer 
want to punch through glass windows, or tear 



my own skin off: I've become used to the world 
(and a little numb to its horrors). I can't be bothered 
destroying myself and any lingering hope I have 
for humanity in pursuit of useless protest. SMZ 
would probably argue that such a direct, angry 
approach is necessary after "Six years of their 
wars". But protest and despair are two sides of 
the same coin, and protest is only made on the 
assurance it will make no difference. The Gnostic, 
heavenly light of the first GY! BE records seems 
almost buried here. 

There are glimpses of that light: the enormous 
coda to the title track - hypnotic riffs, frantically 
sawing strings, Efrim's desperate, mechanical 
shouts straining against the bounds of technology; 
the raging, electric-storm guitar that opens 'Black 
Waters Blowed/Engine Broke Blues'; and the 
spare 'Blindblindblind', which builds into a group- 
sung chant- "Some! Hearts! Are! True! "they 
sing, over and over, finding new ways around the 
words, as if this incantation, if uttered with enough 
conviction, will prove true: the world will live 
again. As the instruments drop out and the 
voices continue, ever more emboldened, my 
heart leaps, my breath goes. 

This was what I came for: true love. 



Alio Die and Martina Galvagni 



Eleusian Lullaby (Projekt) 

Stefano Musso is a man who can coax a 
beguiling ethereal murmurfrom little more 
than a fork and a prevailing wind. Here, the 
face behind Alio Die finds himself with a 
plethora of medieval instruments to indulge 
in, so the resulting neo-druidic drone suite 
is not unexpected. 

Three movements unfold at Mogadon- 
slow pace, gently wafting the brain into 
submission - like being stuck inside a house 
in which every room is constructed from 
white silk drapes. Equipped with a bedtime 
brief and featuring the one-woman heavenly 
choir of Martina Galvagni, Eleusian Lullaby 
is both spectacularly relaxing and intensely 



delicious mana for incense-swathed fans of 
meditation everywhere. 
Peter Parrish 



Artefact 



Ruins (Rupture) 



Recueil Morbide 



Waste Of Senses (Rupture) 

Word was France's Artefact had 'musically 
matured', and the YouTube footage of them 
showing off some Malmsteen-style fret- 
wanking during the recording of Ruins 
seemed to confirm it. On hearing this CD, 
though, I renounce my Luddite ways: not 
every black metal album has to be produced 
in a cave with a four-track, and Ruins, with all 
its bombastic technical wizardry, comes on 



like a Valkyrie ride though hell. Label-mates 
Recueil Morbide, meanwhile, don't much 
care for hell - they're more concerned with 
giving you some moshpit-related injury. 
Live, I reckon this brutal death metal will 
kill: Waste Of Senses, then, can only ever be 
half the story. 
Patrick Moran 



Kalmukia (Editions Mego) 

This heavenly emissary is a melancholic 
miracle worker. The trio of llpo Vaisanen 
(Pan Sonic), Hildur Gudnadottir (Lost In 
Hildurness) and Dirk Dresselhaus (Schneider 
TM) create deep sprawling fissures that 
permeate planetary crusts, reverberating 



around their core on its way to burrowing 
inside the listener's consciousness. From 
these canyons emerge the aching strings 
of Gudnadottir's cello that coat carefully 
controlled electronics with a shimmering 
translucent sheen. Take a more austere 
Eyvind Kang or a less Cooder-esque Dylan 
Carson (the opening 'Bones In the Sand' 
wouldn't sound out of place on Earth's 
The Bees Made Honey In The Lion 's Skull) 
and then expose them to the process 
that Annie Ross's character Vera Webster 
underwent in Superman J (when she was 
transformed into a Gigabyte Gorgon by the 
Supercomputer). Yeah, that's the sound of 
Angel - quite terrifyingly beautiful. 
Spencer Grady 
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'OUTER BONGOLIA' 

THE THIRD ALBUM FROM 

THE BONGOLIAN ON CD, LP & DD 

BU040CD/LP/DD 

- OUT NOW - 

"Hipper, groovier, and funkier than ever before! 

Imagine Booker T & The MGs, The Duke Of 

Burlington, and Alan Hawkshaw taking a trip to 

the stars together " 

DUSTY GROOVE 

" Warm analogue psychedelia. The authentic real 

deal crafted groove. " 

THE ORGAN 

"A fantastic ft ! a beautifully 

well rounded album. Gorgeously psychedelic. " 

4V2 I 5 - SUBBA-CULTCHA 

"The UK's premier exponent of bongo-driven 

freakbeat " 

PLAN B 

nk odyssey " Q 
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'BLACK LOUNGE'/ 
'3 DOLLAR DRESS' 

THE DEBUT SINGLE FROM 

3ALTIC FLEET ON VERY LTD. 7" & DD 

BU045/DD 



OUT 25TH 



FEBRUARY 



A cracking double A-sided Krautrocking 
dancefloor essential. 

Released on the Blow Up 45 s series of sevens 

and limited to 500 copies only. Taken from the 

forthcoming self-titled debut album. 

'Black Lounge' was recorded on the tour bus 

driving through mountains from Barcelona to a 

chilly Madrid. Using band equipment that had 

been left on the bus - a fender Jaguar, a drum 

machine and a mini keyboard. '3 Dollar Dress' 

was recorded in Houston sound check after a night 

out in Austin, Texas. Named after a girl who wore 

a 1950s film star dress that she'd bought for 3 

dollars in a thrift store. 



'HORRORS'/ 
'ORDERS' 

THE DEBUT SINGLE FROM 

SILVERY ON LTD. 7" & DD 

BU044/DD 

- OUT 3RD MARCH - 

A double A-sided blast of infectious eccentric 
British pop! With first track 'Horrors' coming in 
at 1'47 it's not long before you'll be wanting to 
play again! Theatrical with fairground organ led 
punkish music — think Sparks, Ziggy 
Stardust, XTC and Parklife-era Blur. 

"The psychopop of Blur, if Damon Albarn spent 

the 90's taking acid... More please!" 

NME 

"'A great piece of c tar music" 

STEVE LAMACQ 



'"If Ziggy Stardust had been written by HG Wells " 

oppositiont.co.uk 




'BALTIC FLEET' 

THE SELF-TITLED DEBUT ALBUM 

FROM BALTIC FLEET ON CD & DD 

BU041 CD/DD 

- OUT 10TH MARCH - 

Whilst on a World Tour playing keyboards for 

Echo & The Bunnymen Paul Fleming began to 

write what would come to be his debut album. 

With a laptop and any instruments that were to 

hand he captured what inspired him in each city 

around the world. In hotel rooms, tour buses, 

planes, at the end of radio sessions and 

sound-checks any opportunity was taken, and a 

sound was born influenced by artists such as Eno, 

The Doves, NEU!, Sigur Ros and DJ Shadow. 

In Summer 2007 he took his recordings into The 
Premises in Hackney for additional production and 
mixing with Nick Terry (Klaxons, SMD). After 
some heavy-duty valve and analogue processing, 
the beats got bigger, the sound-scape was widened 
and the album was complete! 
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Various 

Channel UVol 2 (Gut) 

One sad fact about grassroots British urban music is that US 
urban music is so much more successful. It's also a common 
critical refrain that the UK has failed to make a sound that 
was as unique, as commanding, and as thrilling as hip-hop. 
From that perspective, Channel U's achievement is considerable. It is the 
British MTV Base, a mirror of past and future success. Some of the best 
tracks of '07 and '08 are here: the gleaning mournfulness of Ny and Purple 
on 'Fire', Akala's anxious yet sexy-as-Timberlake 'Bit By Bit', Choong Family's 
understated 'Solitude', and Bashy's impossibly lovable, deservedly big 
'Blackboys'. Bashy, Scorcher, Big Narstie and Rahma Ali's 'Big Love' is desire 
itself: a melancholic need that stops too soon. Revelation feels like the 
grafting of old forms into a clear, new vision. 

Other moments are at best confusion. Why, for example, do much touted 
N-Dubz rap and sing in shit US accents? Why are there so many tracks with 
guys chatting, still, after all this time, about "If you was my wi fey, I wonder 
would you cook right" and piles of cash? What's with the Dirty South 
mimicry? And then the whole project looks trapped in its own reflection, 
which is its fear of being itself. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Autistic Daughters 



Uneasy Flowers (Kranky) 

The newest album from Dean Roberts' 
Vienna-based band finds the NewZealander 
creating art as dark and mood-setting as 
the excellent photos on the cover. The 
huge-sounding handclaps on the opening 
'Rehana's Theme' contrast with the song's 
later drones and deep acoustic sighs, and 
Roberts and his bandmates, with notable 
guest piano as well from Chris Abrahams, 
explore similar juxtapositions of extremes 
throughout. The way that guitar screams 
and scrapes in 'Gin Over Sour Milk' 
before suddenly disappearing is almost 
nightmarish. Roberts often sings in the style 
of Martyn Bates of Eyeless in Gaza, fragile, 
wounded and deftly powerful. Elsewhere 
a song like 'Uneasy Flower' suggests the 
blend of downbeat jazz and extreme tension 
conjured up by Hex-era Bark Psychosis - no 
bad role model at all. 
Ned Raggett 



MB and EDA 



Regoelettroniche (Baskaru) 

MB is Maurizio Bianchi, an Italian sound 
artist whose releases for early power 
electronics labels Come Org and Broken Flag 
laid the groundwork for a specific stripe of 
grief-laden drone ambience and, later, began 
to point beyond. Bianchi quit 'de-composing' 
in 1 984 after an apparent religious 
conversion, but he returned to music in 
1 998 and has worked sporadically, often 
with collaborators, since. Regolelettroniche, 
recorded with Emanuela De Angelis, is gently 
ecstatic, but with strange and unknowable 
undercurrents: tight loops of fuzzy, pixelated 
sound layered with longer, slower synthesiser 
movements that drift in with an opaque 
logic and tidal speed. Regoelettroniche 
has a quiet, unnatural ambience, like the 
site of a long-razed factory where a heady, 
sulphurous stench still lingers. 
Louis Pattison 



Baltic Fleet 



Baltic Fleet (Blow Up) 

It's a solo project from a member of Echo And 
The Bunnymen... keyboardist Paul Fleming! 
Marketing angles aside, Neu ! beats and 
keyboard drones and post-big-beat stuff 
make this a pleasant, though predictable, 
album. Riding a general Krautrock/big beat 
angle is nice enough, but after endless 
revivals, this feels more like an accomplished 



recreation than anything else. Moments like 
the gentle piano against the drum rumble 
on 'Reykjavik Promise' are cool, though, 
and if you're addicted to this approach you'll 
enjoy it - but you've already heard it. 
Ned Raggett 



Be Your Own Pet 



Get Awkward (XL) 

Brilliant and frenetic as the Nashville 
quartet's 2006 self-titled debut LP was, 
there was always a sense that beneath the 
splashy-cymballed raucousness lay a little 
more thoughtfulness.This is manifest on Get 
Awkward, which happily adds a few gears 
to the drag race pace the band do so well. 
'Becky' is a tale of New Best Friends and 
betrayal that's based around Fifties doo-wop, 
for instance, while the humour and harangue 
are scrappily satisfying on 'Zombie Graveyard 
Party', which sounds like the Groovie 
Ghoulies being smacked on the head with 
spades. Throughout, the rock'n'roll remains 
hi-octane, but thankfully the band have 
resisted the urge to rewrite that white-hot 
debut. Happily, too, they've both the skill 
and the malicious glee to burn faces off like 
nobody else. 
Joe Shooman 



Studio 1 (RuneGrammofon) 

Box. Now, there's an empty space, a vessel 
waiting to be filled. Combine that with the 
knowledge that the musicians in Box were 
invited byfilmmaker Philip Mullarkey to 
perform as part of an art/film project (called, 
yep, Box), and you might expect a piece of 
sterile installation sound. Certainly notthis 
Live £V//-brewed slab of downright gnarly 
improvisation. The Box four-piece, including 
members of Mr Bungle and Supersilent, 
mash up rattling electronics with serious axe- 
wankery and sonorous viola, pinned down by 
a constantly revving rhythm section, always 
seemingly on the edge of imploding on itself. 
All is functional, from the blank cover art to 
the untitled but numbered tracks. All takes 
are live and in one, raw as fuck and capable 
of bringing dirt and heat to bare spaces. 
Euan Andrews 



Cadence Weapon 



Afterparty Babies (Big Dada) 

The glorious evolution of hip-hop rolls 
on and Cadence Weapon pours his own 
catalytic solution into the test tube. His flow 



recalls Gavin Castleton or Evil Nine, and he 
shares Lupe Fiasco's chart-bound ambition. 
Afterparty Babies \s ambitious and diverse, 
kicking off with a low-key update of a one- 
man barbershop number and escalating 
wildly to dirty electro freak-outs, his playful 
wordcraft shining out like a rainbow in 
a thunderstorm: "Katie Holmes and Tom 
Cruise was my idea! "The monotony of 
tracks like 'Tattoos' are grating, a bold 
invitation to hammer the skip button, but 
redemption is round the corner and the 
second half of the album is a bumpy ride. 
Sirens wail and beats squelch disarmingly 
over scratching and double speed high hats. 
CadenceWeapon has no safety zones. He is 
disconcerting at every turn, throwing you off 
balance and confounding expectations. 
Hayley Avron 



Nick Cave 



Dig, Lazarus, Dig ! ! ! (Mute) 

Consider the theory of relative Cave-ism. 
Maybe Nick Cave and his Bad Seeds are the 
same as they were 20 years ago, still restless, 
still with dark secrets and murder in their 
hearts, still wearing their male hysteria on 
their sleeves with pride. But what if the rest 
of the world has moved on in double speed. 
Nomadic homelessness? That's just a week 
in the life of an ad agency exec. Evil Christian 
fanaticism? The Bush administration. 
Hot blooded machismo? Comes now 
as a celebrity after-shave, free with Nuts 
magazine. "People often talk about being 
afraid of change/But for me I'm afraid of 
staying the same/Cause the game isn 't won 
by standing in one place for too long, "Cave 
sings on 'Jesus Of The Moon'. In some ways, 
he shouldn't be afraid - he still sounds 
on top form, just like the good old days of 
'Diana' and 'The Mercy Seat', if not quite 
Birthday Party angst - but if he wants to 
make like Lazarus, he's going to have to 
dig a lot faster than the earth can swallow 
everything he has to offer. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Carl Craig 



Sessions (!K7) 

Though he's mastered many styles, Carl 
Craig has, in a sense, been honing the same 
aesthetic for two decades now. Expansive, 
brooding epics with spaced-out drums that 
build very gradually are his forte. His aesthetic 
is trippy, dreamlike and compelling. The 
listener is locked in a hypnotic groove, while 
submerged elements of soul and jazz and 
world music subtly point outside the 4/4 
world, without disrupting the flow. His 
records are a masterclass in generating great 
power from a minimum of sonic elements. 
Sessions is a two-CD mix containing many of 
his recent productions, with a smattering of 
re-edited old classics. The mixing is a bit 
pedestrian, but it all hangs together well, 
and any record combining gems like 'InThe 
Trees', 'Falling Up' and 'Relevee' is a package 
of joy to treasure for ever. 
Robin Wilks 



Devotchka 



A Mad And Faithful Telling (Anti-) 

It's a good record, and you'd think it would 
be outstanding road-trip music, swelling and 
epic and hugely musical, all that. But it ain't. 
On the North Circular, 4.25 pm, yesterday 
afternoon, much of the texture drowned out 
in hum and toot and cuss-words: "Hup, hup, 
hup, moan moan moan." Click. 



"Aw, I was enjoying that..." 
Guy's voice: "Does my fuckin' head in. 
And all that hup-hup." 

So it's the last thing you want to hear in 
rush hour on the A1 0, but highly suitable if 
you're drinking shots with your housemates 
and it starts to degenerate into regressive 
games like Twister and thumb war. Or, if 
course, if you're an admirer of wonderful 
musicality and fantastic drums and you're 
into this kind of fusion Americana that 
deserves hype and hyperbole, you'll quite 
probably be diggin' on it as well. Go figure. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Evangehsta 



Hello, Voyager (Constellation) 

"It was really fun. If you like Armageddon, 
women and song," read the sleeve notes. 
"This is me feeling superior to you, " she 
screams. "This is what I don 't want people 
to see". Selected (instrumental) credits: 
'all low frequencies', 'singin' like aces', 
'contrebasse', 'harmonium', 'space guitar', 
'screams', 'oration', 'hitting stuff. "Voyagers 
alright. We're sailing out tonight. We gotta 
find life. "And her throat catches and traps 
like snake muscles must, crushing her words, 
each sacrificed to her need to express all - 
of - this - right now. 'She' and 'her' is Carla 
Bozulich, ex-Geraldine Fibber, and this 
record a document of moods, memories and 
incantations shuddering on the overlap, as 
coarse as parchment, as impossibly beautiful 
as a double exposure. We end with what 
sounds like a landfill collapsing, and she 
tenses, her fragments accelerating, her eyes 
dilating: "And when there's no hope/There's 
only one word that hasn 't dried on your 
parched lips/The word is love. " 
kicking_k 



Antidotes (Transgressive) 

So much of what passes for exhilarating 
guitar pop music is, in truth, really fucking 
turgid. It's big, shouty, fast, pumped up and 
hyped up; all the signifiers of exhilaration, 
but trapped in stodgy sound, bludgeoning 
gulping vocals and stolid compression. NME 
faves Foals would have been forgiven for 
accordingly beefing up (and anchoring 
down) their sound for their debut, but while 
Antidotes' anthemic choruses and radio- 
friendly climaxes are present and correct, its 
overall affect is poignantly airy, echoing the 
random station art-pop of Eno's Taking Tiger 
Mountain or My Life In The Bush Of Ghosts 
not only in its tremulous, dapply sound, but 
also in a wistful Englishness that nonetheless 
avoids heavy-handed statements of identity. 
When the sonics and the songwriting get 
it together, Antidotes is a whirl of neat, sharp 
pleasure, colliding needle-sharp picking with 
swaggering, booming drums on new single 
'Balloons'. A nervy synth line hovers and 
swoops on brooding, Magazine-ish 'Heavy 
Water', and when the post-punk guitar 
chops bust out at the song's end, punctuated 
by sax stabs, it's more relief than cliche.The 
blissed 'Big Big Love (Fig 2)', meanwhile, 
is a fine, if less oblique companion piece to 
Panda Bear's Person Pitch. Starting every 
song with a highlife/math rock guitar filigree 
can only go so far, but you wouldn't ever 
have expected Foals to dip this much of a toe 
into the oceanic pop tradition, nor for them 
to kick the waves up in your face with such 
glee, style and adroit hyper-sweets. 
Frances Morgan 
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tightening the keychain 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 

Underground resisting: modern electronica 
drops bass, shakes concrete, and plays with chaos 

Autechre: Quaristice (Warp) 

Harmonic313:EP1(Warp) 

Haswell And Hecker: UPIC Warp Tracks (Warp) 

The Doubtful Guest: Acid Sauna (Planet Mu) 

Barry Lynn: Balancing Lakes (Planet Mu) 

Let's Go Outside: A Picnic With The Hunters (Soma) 

Funk D'Void: Sci-Fi Hi-Fi Volume 04 (Soma) 

diskJokke: Staying In (Smalltown Supersound) 



Communication/Jedi Knights) to 
locate a corner where his own 
established electrovisions might 
meet with the Detroit legacy of both 
J Dilla and assorted techno pioneers. 
Limited in challenging moments 
but slyly idiosyncratic with it, the 
lolloping, rusty dubstep deviance 
of 'Call To Arms' is an incongruous 
highlight. The last time (Russell) 
Haswell And (Florian) Hecker got 
together it was to commemorate 
the darkest material known in the 
universe. Less demanding of a Spinal 
Tap joke is UPIC Warp Tracks, an 
EP which employs Xenakis' UPIC 
method of computer-based 



I guess if you wanted to read some messageboard 
purist-style invective, you'd read a messageboard, 
but fuck it: it's nice to see Warp Records put out 
three actual electronic releases on the bounce. It's 
also comforting, in a slightly reductive way, to feel 
that Autechre are still standard bearers of sorts for 
the label, despite the continuing lack of anyone else 
sounding like them. It's not enough that you can 
picture Autechre plucking a single chord or a lone 
drum thump from Quaristice, their ninth album, 
and listening to it over and over, beyond obsessively, 
in the compositional process - chances are you'll 
develop a hankering to do the same, if you let these 
brittle, sociopathically spartan constructs envelop 
you. 'fWzE' and 'bnc Castl' (the titles are all like this) 
are probably the closest Autechre come here to 
modernist, danceable electro-funk, which is to say 
they encircle a simple motif for a while and then 
unravel themselves in marvellous ways. There's a still 
greater amount of what 1 994 called 'Isolationism', 
which might not win them points for bleeding-edge 
newness but slots home the fact that Rob Brown 
and Sean Booth have put an even stronger lock 
on the proverbial bunker to the outside world. 

Harmonic 31 3's EP1 invites no claims so bold, 
being a game attempt by Mark Pritchard (Global 



A stronger lock on the 
proverbial bunker to 
the outside world 



composition. Respect to Xenakis, and Haswell And 
Hecker in a broad sense, but in addition to having 
quite awful sleeve art, these fizzing, churning tones 
never transcend the sum of their parts. 

The Planet Mu label has neglected to follow 
Warp's lead and rake mad coin via 'slick' post-punk 
northerners with Alan Partridge hair. Instead, 
they've maintained the same ethos they started 
with in the mid-Nineties when Virgin gave up trying 
to market u-Ziq and let him go independent. Barry 
Lynn, known otherwise known as Boxcutter, is 
so u he could have been created in label boss Mike 
Paradinas' lab. Balancing Lakes follows his two 
previous albums with a collection of pre-signing 
flam which threads together two-step, tech-heavy 
dubstep, Plaidish kidtronica and flamethrower 
breakcore. With the benefit of hindsight, the sound 



of an absorbent beatf reak spending a few years 
locating his niche; if you're fresh to Boxcutter, 
it still hangs together commendably well. That 
most, if not all, of Acid Sauna, the debut album 
from another nu-u warrior The Doubtful Guest, 
could have been made in 1 993 might have been 
a problem if Universal Indicator, DJ Scud, Lenny Dee 
and Praga Khan had clubbed together in the name 
of unleashing unholy rave justice on a planet too 
dumb to live. They didn't, so we have this, the most 
euphorically slamming electronic release for fuckin' 
ages. 303 abuse on a scale permitting me to start 
a sentence with a number and the kinda two- 
fingered chutzpah that lets you use Public Enemy 
and Alkaholiks samples. 

Let's Go Outside's A Picnic With The Hunters 
might be the first IDM record Glaswegian imprint 
Soma have put out. Warm, whirring chords, vocal 
samples put through a spin cycle and thudding, 
brainfreeze drum loops: kind of like Mouse On Mars 
Ouija-ing up the ghosts of Detroit techno. On the 
same label is Funk D'Void's Sci-Fi Hi-Fi Volume 
04, the latest in a series of terrific mix albums. FDV, 
aka Barcelona resident Lars Sandberg, achieves 
the proverbial 'journey' feel through the fluidity 
with which he links up glassy minimallers like Lusine 
and Vincenzo with gently euphoric deep house and 
Vector Lovers' wonderful synthpop sliver 'Melodies 
And Memory', another Soma winner. 

Speaking of fluidity, Staying In -the debut 
album from Norwegian producer, Bloc Party remixer 
and compadre of Lindstrom and Prins Thomas, 
diskJokke - is offered a more comfortable segue 
into this column via the above. Much of his 
inspiration, though, stems from a halcyon (late 
Seventies/early Eighties) era where spacey disco 
and spotless Italo held court in European nightspots, 
and electronic music's purpose for dancing was 
a self-evident truth. Factor in enough 'cosmic' 
synth ambience to build a bridge 35 years long 
and you've got an album whose component parts 
are frightfully in vogue. Last I checked, people 
listening to good music constituted a good thing, 
so bully for diskJokke. 
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you're chucked 

Words: Shane Moritz 
Illustration: Meg Hunt 

Stephen Malkmus And The Jicks 

Real Emotional Trash (Domino) 

The odds of Steve's toddlers digging daddy's 
emotional trash are about as likely as them 
growing beards. Hair is actually a handy starting 
point because Steve's fourth post-Pavement album 
is covered in it. Hirsute as hell and probably hard on 
kids' ears. The bombastic cries of a man living too 
long in Sasquatch country, the Pacific Northwest. 
Paradoxically, it makes me feel footloose and 
1 9 again. Steve did pretty much all of 2005's Face 
The Truth by himself, tickling his guitar down in his 
basement, squirreling hissynth and cold Malkin'. 
I like that album a lot. Real Emotional Trash is 
something else altogether -a hyperbolised Pig Lib 
(his very hairy second album that still isn't as hairy 
as this). This time, Steve needed help taking out the 
trash, so he called neighbour Janet (former Sleater- 
Kinney drummer, Weiss) into the fold. Janet is not 
so much The Jicks' thunder warrior princess here 
as she is a really busy lady handling Trash's tight, 
vertiginous corners and stunt roads with muscle 
and cool. She does some sweet harmonies too. 



The bombastic cries of a man living 
too long in Sasquatch country 



Track titles read like a wacky dad's guide to 
illuminating baby talk: 'Dragonfly Pie', 'Hopscotch 
Willy', 'Elmo Delmo', 'Wicked Wanda'. It's all 
rather evocative of nada - even a lot of the lyrics 
sound like first drafts. Bizarrely, the goofs work 
their own curious logic, helped along by some of 
Malkmus' maddest guitar playing ever, psychic riffs 
to make Tommy Saxondale proud, emerging from 
beneath an immovable mountain of slowly melting 
sludge. And that's just the first song! 

The band stretch out -spot-on verb, as I'm 
pretty sure they practise yoga together - unfurling 
some sparkling wayward wattage, Steve getting 
a bit stingy with the vocal hooks, the Jicks getting 
heavy on the jam. The trade-off generally works. 
There's Ween re-making John Ford ('Hopscotch 
Willy'), turgid filler ('Baltimore') and way pretty 
Thin Lizzy ('Gardenia'). Stoner lines sound better 
high ("Drowsy blonde carouses on the avenue"; 
"She can kill me cool" and my personal favourite 
"Dragonfly wants a piece of pie!") and there's 
at least one unsuccessful penis joke ("The dick 
said to Willy..."). 



The cryptic 'Cold Son' could be Steve getting 
victimised at the local health spa by pretentious 
indie rivals -who knows, who cares? It's hotly- 
played Portland reggae and that's what counts. 
The fried-brain guitar solo on 'Out of Reaches' 
after Mike Clark takes it away on Hammond organ 
is precisely why I love music. "Voltage was the 
best thing that I ever knew, " Steve sings, feeding 
the notes sustenance while I feed my stereo 
more volume. 

The 1 0-minute title track is the abstract city 
son of Television's 'Marquee Moon', featuring 
a salon of hairy wig-outs, histrionic climaxes 
reminiscent of Macca's 'Live And Let Die', until the 
rabid synthesiser turns into a roller-blading piano 
boogie that places the tune somewhere between 
The Doors' 'LA Woman' and The Coloured Balls' 
That's What Mama Said'. Google 'Choogle' in two 
months time and if this don't appear, complain to 
your webmaster. Fatherhood, no doubt, has not 
blunted Steve's axe. He's a guitar tone vendor with 
an open trenchcoatto match whatever mood 
you're in. Grooming essentials not included. 



Goldfrapp 



The Seventh Tree (Mute) 

Once they'd finished hoovering up all the 
stray sequins and counting the cash, Alison 
Goldfrapp and Will Gregory must have 
conceded that Supemature didn't possess 
half the allure of predecessors Felt Mountain 
and Black Cherry, with their glaciated oom- 
pa bands and lusting for 'Swarfega fingers'. 
Sensibly, then, The Seventh Tree swaps 
corsets for cheesecloth. It starts well, with a 
whiff of wide-eyed, Wicker Man- 
worshipping, fuzzy-felt folk on 'Clowns', 
before 'Little Bird' melts The Piper At The 
Gates Of Dawn into Cocteau Twins 
rhapsodising. Yet for all the 16th Century 



harps and Optigons that the duo employ, it's 
Goldfrapp's voice, cold and weightless like an 
oscillator channelling angels, that's the party 
trick. And for every moment of rainbow-fringed 
luxuriance, too often it's wasted on a mid- 
range plodder like RoadTo Somewhere. If 
you want an excuse to strip naked and circle 
a maypole, better wait till the live shows. 
Abi Bliss 



Adam Green 



Sixes And Sevens (Rough Trade) 

The ex-Moldy Peach returns, with his now- 
customary dose of the Grease soundtrack 
and sinister half-raps about brothels, 
businessmen, beheadings and the blood 



of, er, skunks. While still terminally 
entertaining onstage, he's increasingly 
unfocused on wax ('Cannot Get Sicker' fades 
out like some MySpace snippet, and there 
are 20 tracks in total). We're so used to 
those lusty vocals sounding like a chocolate 
Labrador on heat (one with Sloan St owners 
and silken collar, obv), that he's gotta give us 
something else fresh to focus on; and while 
Sixes showcases a different use of those 
lungs - his voice is employed chorally on 
'Festival Song', melding into the choir rather 
than standing out from it - he's back to 
his lecherous old self on 'Tropical Island', 
luxuriating upon deckchair, supping glass 
of limoncello sculpted into the shape of 



a breast (probably) and referring to members 
of the female race as "Hey, little lady". Oh 
Green, you cad. 
Lauren Strain 



Hiiokaidan 



Polar Nights Live (Pica Disk) 



Incapacitants 



Burning Orange (Pica Disk) 

Ultimate noise legends Hijokaidan and 
Incapacitants hardly play outside their 
Japanese homeland but when they do, 
the blood of a fanatic herd of noiseniks 
gets pumped with adrenaline and someone 
will likely step up to release such historical 
events. It's what Lasse Marhaug did when 
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night moves 

Words: Adam Anonymous 

Illustration: Walker 

Benga 

Diary Of An Afro Warrior (Tempa) 

Where does dubstep go from here? The here 
and now certainly has heady undercurrents of 
a watershed spell. It began in earnest late last 
year when the elusive Burial went beyond simply 
moving the goalposts with Untrue. Instead, 
he fairly ripped them from the ground while 
crafting a slow-burning record that defined 2007. 
Suddenly, dubstep felt like it could transcend its 
environment, take flight. 

Skream may maintain a stranglehold on club- 
levelling joints; the weirdest outcrops are patrolled 
by Bass Clef; Kode9 is the sound's guardian. So 
where does Benga - a sickeningly young producer 
from Coulsden, Croydon -fit? Diary Of An Afro 
Warrior, at first, seems not eager to explain. 'Zero 
M2' wobbles into life like Amon Tobin over a dub 
soundsystem, and you relax: not because the B-line 
doesn't womp necks almost clean off - far from 
it- but because this record makes like a solid, 
skilful working through of dubstep's formula 
that something that deigns to reach beyond. 



Except, this boy could have been Houdini. He 
soon wriggles free. Before you can draw breath 
and brace stomach muscles, his ace card is thrown 
right at your solar plexus. Dispensed early doors, 
the track 'Night' - a co-production with featuring 
Coki - has graced daytime Radio 1 . Nobody 
outside of a suit, naturally, should give a shit about 
playlists and the like. But repeat that equation in 
your head while listening to 'Night'. Presumably 
the BBC's daytime producers were baked at the 
time, yet here's Benga proving bass that could 
comfortably rip mesh off car stereo speakers can 
also be accessible. The sonic violence is tamed, but 
never tame. And there's not a time-mangled super- 
processed R&B-nodding vocal line in sight. 



From there, second-guessing becomes a 
hazardous occupation. 'B4 The Dual' hops on jazz- 
schooled feet. 'E Trips' will spin out the soberest of 
dullards. 'Someone 20' shares DNA with minimal 
house-driven techno. 'Crunked Up' channels dirty 
south spirits through an Atari ST. The tracklist 
unravels, on and on. Hat tips to Wiley; rhythms 
of tidal force. But one constant thread snakes 
throughout: whatever's next rarely relates to its 
predecessor. Diary. . . emerges arguably the most 
eclectic and polished long-player in dubstep's short 
history. It won't appease hardcore heads craving 
nonstop raw bass belches. You imagine, though, 
Benga will barely have time to look over shoulders 
at non-believers. 



Adam Anonymous 
talks to Benga 



You've been releasing records 
for seven years and are still 
only 21 . Does that make you 
a veteran already? 

"Ha ha, I'm not sure about that. I feel 
old, though. It's mental: I look out into 
crowds and it reminds me of when 
I was younger. I feel like a granddad." 



Diary Of An Afro Warrior is 
an obvious reference to your 
hair, right? 

"Yeah. Because if you never had 
seen a picture . . . Diary Of An Afro 
Warrior, you'd instantly know 
it's me." 

The album has scope beyond 
a mere dubstep record. Do you 
think it could emulate Burial's 
wider acclaim? 



"When you sit down to write an 
album it's different to writing a single, 
innit? So whether or not I actually sat 
down to try and write something with 
mass appeal wasn't really part of the 
plan. It kind of just happened." 
What's next? 

"I'm going back into singles. I'm not 
losing my musical element, don't get 
me wrong, but I'm writing some more 
bassline tracks, going back to that." 



these monsters appeared at a Scandinavian 
festival, and the results are excruciating. 

Hijokaidan's core duo of Junko and Jojo 
channel their evil howls and feedbacking 
guitars through a maze of fierce energy 
and passion. When they're accompanied 
by Norsk noisers, Per Gisle Galaen (guitar) 
and Sten OveToft (electronics) the evil 
gets strangely subdued into a more blissful 
guitar affair. 

Incapacitants are all about loud, louder, 
loudest. Burning Orangef\res its bruising 
blasts of electronics right through your petty 
eardrums and brings both ecstasy as fear 
closer to each other than you'd ever imagine. 
Joris Heemskerk 



Hercules And Love Affair 



Hercules And Love Affair (DFA/EMI) 

So you've already heard 'Blind'. It's the 
summit of sex. A deadly, slithering, purring, 

trembling, titanium-plated, sex impregnated, 
luminescent, quivering, growling, honey- 
dripping, vogueing, ice-covered heap of 
motherfucking brilliance. It is, of course, what 
that New York man-child Antony Hegarty, 
that black angel of death trapped in a 
doughy white body, was born to do. And he's 
so ideal at singing future disco you can only 
presume that he'll go back to creating fragile 
torch song suffused with depression and hurt 
and never give it another moment's thought. 
Which is our loss because as we know the 



darker veins running through the hedonistic 
and millenarian genre of disco really are the 
ones worth mining. Andrew Butler (with help 
from Tim Goldsworthy) has provided one of 
the finest dance albums of this decade. From 
underlit Giorgio Moroder dancefloor grooves 
to jaw-juddering tech house, this is the bomb. 
John Doran 



Robyn Hitchcock 



Shadow Cat (Sartorial) 

A collection of recordings from 1 993- 1 999, 
Shadow Cat is delightfully Hitchcockian. 
Ramshackle, nonsensical and whimsical, 
the album spans from the sublime to the 
ridiculous. On one end of the scale, the 



caustic home recording of 'For Debbie 
Reynolds' is crudely interrupted by the 
telephone ringing in the background. At 
the other end, the lush production of 'High 
On Yourself could be a middle of the road 
weepy love song if you were unlucky enough 
to overlook the biting lyricism. 

Like all good Robyn Hitchcock albums 
(that is to say, like all Robyn Hitchcock 
albums), his sideways take on the world 
makes us realise how small our idiot minds 
are. Only a man of this calibre could make 
the line, "Carve up a snake/Into Chinese 
medicine for you "sound so immensely 
heartbreaking. Ridiculous. Sublime. 
HayleyAvron 
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lean and mean 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: lain Paxon 

Peter Brotzmann/Paal Nilssen-Love/ 
Mats Gustafsson 

The Fat Is Gone (Smalltown Superjazz) 

There's this Slits song called 'Difficult Fun'. I don't 
know what it's about exactly but I love the title 
and chorus ("Difficult fun is hard to come by") 
because difficult is the best kind of fun there is, 
and because it's a great description of the outer 
edges of improvised music, and because it would 
have been a great title for The Fat Is Gone. As it 
is, there's a pretty cool London micro-label already 
using the name, but its implications of endurance 
and euphoria are written all over this storming, 
uncompromising hour of free music, recorded 
live at the Molde Jazz Festival, Norway, in 2006. 
If you were looking to get someone into the 
hardier, less contemplative side of improv, you 
wouldn't start here - a better place would be 
Gustafsson and Paal Nilssen-Love's trio with bassist 
Ingebrigt Haker Flaten, The Thing, whose knowing 
takes on art-rock standards (Sonics and Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs put through the wringer) would get them 



dancing in multiple time signatures before they 
know it. But while they're always a good workout, 
the razor's edge provided by free veteran Peter 
Brotzmann on alto and tenor sax and bass clarinet 
catapults this album out of any notions of a noisy 
safety zone and into properly alien territories. 

Opener 'Bullets Through Rain' is relentless 
but hooky, all players crashing in at full throttle 
with the two horns trading fast-paced loops 
and phrases like duelling electric guitars. Nine 
minutes later, we're into the album's 28-minute 
centrepiece, and here it gets dark: a brief, smooth 
melody starts the piece, but the noise is never far 
behind - a distorted, feedbacky honk that turns 
animal, soon to be wholly other. In contrast to its 
predecessor, though, there are periods of near- 
silence, Brotzmann and Gustafsson overlapping 
tentatively, solemnly shifting layers. Nilssen-Love's 
drums are held back, and even at their most frantic 
there's a lightness to his playing that's almost 
electronically urgent. When he breaks out a fill it's 
like a roll and slap to the ribcage. It's he who drives 
'Colours In Action' into its ebullient final third, as 
Brotzmann swoops like a hornet overhead. 

What's so captivating in this and the final 
(title) track is the ability of all players to head into 



un-humansoundworlds, but to furnish these 
with such strong vocabularies that soon you're 
navigating them with confidence. It's a trait shared 
by successful noise-based music -a genre in which 
Gustafsson is well-versed via collaborations with 
Thurston Moore and Yamatsuka Eye among others 
- and is balanced here with passages of ebullient 
harmony that lay a solemn groundwork for the 
cryptozoological squeals, growls and shrieks that 
reconfigure confusion and depersonalisation as a 
glorious out-of-body experience. 

The lack of bass is intriguing, as it's a grouping 
that would usually have one. Without the 
cushioning, fluid strings for the drummer to spar 
with, there's a space at the heart of the music 
that's, cleverly, not exactly filled by the players, but 
explored in negative, its absence used for tension 
and action. There's a repetitive passage when the 
trio chase one another around in an intricate race, 
Gustaffson affecting a motor-like chug on the 
baritone, which a bass would make fluid and 
sensual. As it is, you feel tightrope-ish, dangerous, 
as if the structure could fall anytime -the adrenalin 
rush of concentration and slight pain, difficult fun, 
hard to come by, and addictive. I wish I'd been at 
this concert. It sounds like a fucking blast. 



f ranees morgan talks 
to mats gustafsson 



Can you tell me about the live 
performance the CD was recorded 
at? What was the atmosphere like? 

"The atmosphere was unbelievable - 
one of those rare occasions when it all was 
EXPLODING ! The music, the audience, the 
space. . . it's a pretty small room that takes 
only 200 people, but with nice acoustics: 
lots of wood and windows. The sun was 
shining outside, and Molde is a small town 
close to the water, with a fjord just below 
the performance place. . .totally beautiful! 
I think it was actually the first time we tried 
the trio out." 



What makes you decide to record or 
release a performance? 

"Well, if something will be released as a 
record, it needs to be really fucking special. 
I'm not so interested in putting out shit just 
for documentary reasons - there is anyway 
too much shit out there with improvised 
music. I prefer to work in a studio to make a 
record -to really work on the sound and the 
music- so this recording is quite a special 
onefor all three of us.Thomas Hukkelberg is 
a big part of why the music sounds so good. 
We were lucky having him at the concert 
with mics and shit!" 

What was the dynamic like between 
the three of you playing together? 
Paal and yourself are obviously very 



accustomed to playing together in 
The Thing, so what was it like to have 
a less familiar presence with you? 

"Both Paal and I have played a lot with 
Peter in the last few years since we are 
both playing in the Brotzmann tentet 
together, so this situation is just a logical 
thing happening from the tentet. Paal and 
I also play with Peter in other small groups 
including Sonore and a trio with Peter, Paal 
and [koto player] Michiyo Yagi." 
The title of the album implies there is 
a lot of restraint in the music. Were 
you all conscious of when notto play? 
"That is all part of the mechanics of 
improvising, of communicating together. 
You gotta fucking know when to shut up - 



also in real life! When the music really 
works, you don't need to analyse it or think 
about it, you just know when to shut up and 
when to try to add something to the picture. 
It's an interesting process, I tell you ! And the 
greatest learning experience of all time. . . " 
Are you planning any more releases 
with The Thing? Any UK appearances? 
"We just finished our new studio album, 
recording at Albini's studio in Chicago. 
A very. . . intense experience ! And there 
is a new box set coming out any day now 
with our first two studio albums (the Crazy 
Wisdom CDs) plus unreleased shit and 
aDVDwithTheThingandThurston Moore. 
And yes -we are actually planning a tour 
in the UK in November." 



66 1 plan b 



JACK ROSE MARCH 2008 UK TOUR 



QUJ UNCTIONS prevent 




a r b o u r 1 



'seductive charm Si. nocturnal glower 



Thur*6Th BIRMINGHAM / The Hafts & I brands 
In 7th NEWCASTLE / " 
Sat Sen EDINBURGH / Hen 
Sun 9th GLASGOW/ 
lues Ikli MANCHESTER 
Wed 12th LOTCDON 
^ ytiurel3thCOV^ 



SUPPORT i ml ;dl d:ius l>v E ITS J I ARBOR* 





p-r 


r ■ 


r 


. 



SFi.F nri.i-nirnsr.T! 



^Wt'fki HM?r-)r*rn 



I VI i I I i XI \l Hi M m| n, | h VU .|, . . 

hum i:i (L'i i iii i iki - in r P r KKK JC hS h - V|K Ml 

mill.lkllM\ HAHMIlNirt IHN MIK> l..Y\(.H)J 1.. 
*Ml -I IX HCJMl.l-.H PROVING HKYM\;ii l I hQI <l; 
i ll'i I IM k nosi R I MA-lN IM \^KFf IX nih- XI \\ 

i.mi i: 1 1 h\ Mmn;m- $CEN1 FXTHA ih^ i"* * 

I in IN! iir--:-:, ->.H .1 Hi i JKflllYI-: ll> fc 



Dhiribm*] tn r up ii 



> 6ft 



dead fires \ a* , 

— — - x 






lonely spark 



rnni'ch 20lh - liie jjurllanc] arm;? cam b rid ^l" 

march 2 I si - the local crouch end London 

april 2nd - the liend of steam newcastle 

april 3rd - the rubv lounge man cheater 

april 4th -yorkshirc house lancastcr 

April Sih - carne diem leeds 

april 6th - the grapes Sheffield 

ih-w album ou l "i-Liyl-k 5ixL oil U»r Jt-iail*. mi liM iJ'^s- plnisr visH , / 
link- i'eJ I'Libbii rtrimls www,last}i&rbour,co.ul{ 

• I i - 1 1 1 1 1 1 e l-4 I \iy I rti-i <• www. rawi| «to« com/last tuurbou r / 



forte 

music distribution 







QJD E30C3 



*1M«i£ 



BATTLE OF LAND AMD SEA 
SiT' 

TO DESCRIBE THE SOUND OF THE BATTLE OF 

LAND AND SEA, ONE MIGHT CALL UP IMAGES 
DF ABANDONED SEA-WORN SHIPS FLOATING 
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getting the horn 

Words: John Doran 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

Tusk 

The Resisting Dreamer (Tortuga) 
The Huguenots 

Discography (Hydra Head) 

There's a joke lurking in here somewhere. The 
fact that Pelican for some reason decided to go all 
lame on City Of Echoes and make like post-metal's 
Fleetwood Mac, and the fact that three of them are 
in a band called Tusk. I can't work it out, though, 
because Tusk are seeping out of my speakers like 
evil bastards and have started being as every bit 
as upsetting as Pelican have forgotten to be. 

The four songs here are quarters of a 35-minute 
whole. The spirit of John McGeoch lives on in 
opener The Everlasting Taste Of Disguise', which 
combines a pallid and reverberating Killing Joke 
gothic riff with heavy art/death riffing worthy of 
Mastodon. Vocalist Jody Minnoch has gone, 
replaced by new co-vocalists Evan Patterson (of 
Young Widows) and Toby Driver (of Kayo Dot), 
who both seem to be drowning rather than waving 
in the sea of sound. The second movement 'Cold 



Twisted Aisle' dooms out impressively throwing 
painful Khanate-like twists of noise and sharp 
blasts of avant-grind until they build into 
a whirlpool of clanging and chiming noise. 

This aqueous theme continues on the Mogwai- 
like 'Life's Denial', with the swell and ebb of 
guitars matched by wasp-like synths. The closer, 
'The Lewdness and Frenzy of Surrender', is 
a hypnotic industrial echo drone that puts one 
in mind of Sunn 0))) if they just used feedback 

Tusk are seeping out 
of my speakers like 
evil bastards 

instead of chords, forming evil sounding whale 
music before being given a brief moment of 
rock context by a tattoo on the drums played 
by Larry Herweg and dissolving into aeons of 
drone again. 

One band who could have done with learning 
restraint in deploying vocals were mid-Nineties 
Boston hardcore act The Huguenots. This punk 
outfit had a revolutionary sound that took in 
queasy Scratch Acid dynamics, Nomeansno 



jazz-punk rhythms and included Kurt Ballou 
(Converge), Aaron Stuart (Piebald) and Dan Colby 
(The Explosion/The Never Never) but they were 
also destined not to get very far. 

Matt Oates' more-furious-than-lan-Mackaye 
bellicose and constipated bellow wears very thin 
very quickly. His completely incomprehensible 
but obviously righteous anger drowns out nearly 
everything of interest on this complete works 
compilation. After listening to this five times on 
repeat I thought I was losing the plot, thinking 
half of these songs sound exactly like other songs 
on the album. A quick scan of the track list reveals 
that yes, to boost this compilation of singles to 
album size, most of the tracks have been repeated. 
But even if you've got good ears for hardcore you 
come away thinking that even some of the other 
songs sound exactly the same. 

Only when the band freak out into the 
nightmarish dystopic vision of 'A Kind Of Blue 
Covered The Entire City', with its tinnitus drone 
and dislocated radio voices, like a punk take on 
Butthole Surfers' 'Rembrandt Pussy Horse', that 
they achieve something memorable - but even this 
appears to be some sort of sonic joke as Oates then 
returns to bellow you into submission. 



Kap Bambino 



Zero Life, Night Vision (Alt < Del) 

If Zero Life, Night Vision surfacing so close 
to Crystal Castles' debut is any sign of 
the times, then we're dicked, basically. 
Oh well. 

Like CC, Kap Bambino are a tetchy bloke/ 
screaming lady twosome, flailing a spiked 
fist of stinging electro noise. Unlike CC - 
who at least have a sort of demented whimsy 
- the first record from these Gaelic bastards 
doesn't exhibit a shred of humour, warmth 
or humanity. Not pretty, but very exciting. 
With no hint of restraint, these are songs 
that arc out like lightning, a lunatic howling 
barbed soundbites over nerve-crippling 
blasts of raw power. 



It's so wonderfully pure: Kap Bambino 
hold nothing back, intent only on wrenching 
the most ballistic utterances physically 
possible from woman and machine, while 
just about tracing the outlines of dance 
floor utility. 

Less music than full-on electrocution, if 
I had any synapses left I think I'd be in love. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Cass McCombs 



Dropping The Writ (Domino) 

Rollicking, rolling riffs form a sea that carry 
Cass McCombs' haunting folk-pysch vocals, 
as throngs of discordance press against his 
sides. The opening track of McCombs' first 
Domino release shows Cass in a rare state, 



comfortable to place himself in his fables. 
Dropping The Writsees the nebulous lyrical 
ambiguity of previous releases explicated, 
melodies broken into simpler, smoother 
terms. Esoteric, multi-layered ballads creep 
around gentle melodies, intricately and 
intimately strummed songs, which are 
evidently more accessible than previous 
releases yet remain infused with honesty. 
His approach is devoid of the genre 
experimentation of his past, steering his 
new material towards Americanisms of 
indie-folk singer songwriters, drawing 
Elliot Smith and such like comparisons. 

This tone is broken only by moments 
seen in the rough edged opening track, 
'Lionkiller', the clambering arpeggios 



of 'Deseret' or the staccato jumps of 
'Wheel Of Fortune' that break down 
into fragile wails. It's these unprecedented 
moments that keep McCombs spectacular, 
retaining this already lush collection's charm 
and mystique. 
Emily Graham 



Malcolm Middleton 



Sleight Of Heart (Full Time Hobby) 

Middleton specialises in regret-core. You 
knew thatthough. Dour Glaswegian, Arab 
Strap yaddayadda. 

With previous albums A Brighter Beat 
(the clue's in the title) and Into The Woods 
there was a lightness, a spark, but not this. 
It's mainly acoustic, slow and pretty similar, 
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shark eyes 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

The Teenagers 

Reality Check (Merok) 

Does It Offend You, Yeah? 

You Have No Idea What You're Getting Yourself 
Into (Virgin) 

I first heard The Teenagers' 'Homecoming' on 
WFMU a few months back. When soundscapes 
and seminal roots anthems fade to easy listening, 
as they inevitably do, one can get a bit jack of 
WFMU and all this worthy obscurity. And then they 
went and busted out 'Homecoming', and then 
I realised I was actually listening for the first time in 
several hours, and I was all like shit, what's THAT? 

Because I'd only half heard it, I wondered 
whether it was some banned piece of Eighties 
Euro-synth post-punk that someone had dragged 
out of the annals marked 'seminal'. In truth it's 
a bitchy, nasty-ass, fagged-out, synthy piece of 
he-totally-just-said-what-l-think-he-said from our 
own petty metrosexual times, and The Teenagers 
are a bunch of spec-wearing hipster dudes who 
sound like they hang out on the hot scenes of 



It's time for some thrillingly genuine misogyny 
to break up the monotony 



Paris picking up bitches and drinking vodka and 
Red Bull. 

Like Does It Offend You, Yeah?, The Teenagers 
are one of those chewy, retro-tastic, tongue-in- 
cheek bands who are cute and fabulous and 
informed by affluence and boredom, rather than, 
say, the state of the Nation. It's all about walking in 
kitten masks through the streets of Paris - "Man, 
it's crazy" -and watching TV movies and smoking 
weed and getting laid. You're thinking: what's 
new? I mean, big deal. 

I'll tell you what it is. The lyrics are just so wrong. 
I can't get enough of 'em. Maybe it was just time 
for some thrillingly genuine misogyny to break 
up the encroaching monotony of female electro- 
sexual emancipation as pioneered by Peaches and 
Kittin. Am I bad? Do I offend you? Yeah? Ooh, 
baby, say it's true. Misogynist lyrics, as we all know, 
are nothing new, either - but from our own 
metrosexual hipster white-boys? Maisnonl But 
si\ Bring it the fuck on. We all know that's what 
they've been thinking the whole time anyway. 



The Teenagers are at their best and sexiest 
when being acerbic, predatory, cruel and sexist - 
'Fuck Nicole', love No', 'French Kiss', 'Homecoming' 

- and at their weakest when doing the whole 
layered-guitar, wronged-man, relationship-song 
thing, which, fortunately, they don't do often, 
probably because they don't mean a word of it. 

Which is why Does It Offend You, Yeah? don't 
do it for me. The album's slick and accomplished, 
and I bet they'd be great live. Audacity is good, 
but calling yourselves Does It Offend You, Yeah? 

- which is a statement and not a question - and 
then going on to write all these deeply adolescent 
and very English lyrics which verge on the spoddy, 
is unfortunate. Plus, the singer occasionally falls 
back on techniques learned at the Noel Gallagher 
school of delivery. Even the titles don't ring true for 
me - 'Let's Make Out', 'We Are Rockstars'. These 
guys are from Reading. Who the hell 'makes out' 
in Reading? 'We Are Rockstars' is full of earnest 
lyrics about the pitfalls of MySpace. Does it offend 
you? No. Does it interest you? Not particularly. 



with no wild departures or experimental 
instruments. 'Total Belief is as maudlin 
and as far-moved from the gritted-teeth- 
chirp of 'We're All GoingTo Die' as possible. 
It's the gnarly old whiskery fellas down the 
pub, clutching half-drunk pints, stinking of 
loss and impotence, hating everything about 
him, her, them. 

This is not a bad thing. It's good to 
wallow in misery, self-pity and yearning 
when you've got the time, and more 
importantly, the inclination. 'Love Comes 
In Waves' and 'Blue Plastic Bags' are the 
perfect accompaniment to a bottle of wine 
and old photos. Oh, and a phone to drunk- 
call on. 
Natalie Boxall 



Last Night (Mute) 

I've still got a certain amount of time for 
Richard Melville Hall, a fact I owe to his 
music of the mid-Nineties when ceaseless 
genre-skipping seemed like the activity of 
an enlightened mind: the sugar-frosted 
candy rave of Everything Is Wrong, yeah, but 
also the gig to promote his aberrant 1 997 
hardcore punk album Animal Rights, which 
knocked my ass from here to the door. The 
massive commercial success of P/ayseemed 
to freeze his muse, though, which felt like 
creative cowardice, or maybe plain greed. 

LastNightUas moments of promise, 
being something of a return to Moby's 
dance floor influences: piano house, New 



York disco, The Human League. 'I'm In Love' 
and 'Sweet Apocalypse' are his best in years, 
but Moby's reliance on huge, portentous 
synths gives you the slightly wearying 
impression you're experiencing the history 
of dance music as shot by Darren Aronofsky, 
while the occasional irritating vocal sample 
('Ooh Yeah') gives you the bizarre impression 
Last Night was partly put together by a 
1 2-year-old with a copy of Music 2000. 
Louis Pattison 



Monade 



Monstre Co 

Didn't have high hopes for this one. Previous 
Monade releases have left me cold, the 
sound of Laetitia Sadier attempting to guide 



her solo muse away from the Stereolab 
mothership, but ending up aimless, formless, 
off///. This newest sees her give up the 
pretence and play it straight, if it ain't 
broke don't break it, etc. 

Happily, she's managed to turn in the 
most engaging record to venture out of 
the Stereolab camp in years. Without the 
elaborate constructions and production 
fancies of that band, the strength of her 
songwriting gets to breathe and shine some, 
and the un-doctored playing of the band is 
gorgeous. Sure, it still has that same space- 
pad loungey feel, but this time they've been 
lashing back the rocket powered cocktails 
and having some fun. Lovely record. 
The Corpo 
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Action Beat 

1977-2007:Thirty Years Of HurtThen Us Cunts Exploded 

(self-released) 

Cowtown 

Pine-Cone Express (Golden Lab/Chinchilla) 

Action Beat may style themselves 'the noise band from 
jrt^fky Bletchley' but -apart from a droned-out remix at the end 

^ of the album -they're clearly coming from a place very 
different to most people's definition of noise. To get 
a handle on this, you need to jump back to the early 
Eighties NY no-wave scene at exactly the moment 
that Sonic Youth emerged from the guitar-heavy punk- 
orchestral creations of 'composers gone bad' Rhys Chatham and Glenn 
Branca. Using at least four heavily detuned guitars, up to four drummers and 
a sprinkling of brass, Action Beat plough the same one-note amphetamine 
furrow as Chatham's crunching 'GuitarTrio,' churning up great flailing 
confusions of tight determination and messy abandon - like a child failing 
to colour inside the lines of a particularly tricky drawing. 

With those influences, despite the deliberate dumb-ass gonzo-dudery of 
the album title and artwork, they're actually coming from a well-respected 
intellectual standpoint- which is more than can be said of Leeds's Cowtown. 
They're also dwelling in a self-made Eighties capsule but, with cheesy Casio 
synth presets, cheap vocoders and Robocop references, they're not giving 
too much thought to the decade's higher cultural forms. They'd never sit still 
long enough to make it through the exam, anyway - too busy shouting at 
each other in two-minute bursts like an ADHD-amped Deerhoof in a world 
without Ritalin. Which, come to think of it, is probably a lot more fun. 
Daniel Spicer 



Nemeth 



Film (Thrill Jockey) 

Viennese electronica trio Radian have always 
been one of Thrill Jockey's more interesting 
acts, their percussive, gently industrial 
compositions easy to absorb, yet hard to 
place precisely within either electronic or 
rock genres. Synth player and programmer 
Stefan Nemeth's solo album is a collection 
of pieces originally conceived for short films 
and film-based installations, but its enjoyable 
forward momentum and careful sequencing 
holds it together without the intended visual 
accompaniments. It's probably the case that 
these visuals themselves are impressionistic, 
or at least non-narrative - aside from the 
tense, spy-movie machine-jazz of 'Via L4- 
Norte', which recalls the soundtracks of 
Krzysztof Komeda, more tonally abstract 
pieces such as 'Transitions' feel appealingly 
open to interpretation. 

Throughout, percussion is the focus, used 
as both pulse and melody, and over a wide 



sonic spectrum from clouds of cymbal 
to digital rumbles. Even the more ambient 
tracks yield an Alva Noto-ish glitch heartbeat, 
and the piano line that haunts 'Ortem Ende' 
is an urgent Morse code signal cutting 
through an otherwise blissful synthscape. 
At only 34 minutes, though, it's a little slight 
- and what's frustrating, given the skilful 
editing on this release, is that one senses 
Nemeth has quite a bit more of this stuff on 
his hard drive. Sometimes sequels aren't 
such a bad thing. 
Frances Morgan 



Panther 



14kt God (kill rock stars) 

Like a paintball ambush, this pelts from all 
directions: afrobeat, jazz-funk, freak-folk, 
plastic sunglasses, multicoloured jumpsuit. 
Imagine deities hallucinated from spraypaint 
fumes in an Eighties rap video. Where 
previous album Secret Lawns popped 
and locked, this shimmies -basslines 



drool, conga drums and cymbals are tight, 
tense. Cellos crawl in at strange angles as 
Panther exhales dune after dune of vibrant 
melody. Feels like spirituality. Its title speaks 
for itself, this 14kt God. . .everything treads 
nervously between the bling, the Getting 
Down, and that for serious stuff. Feel it 
on 'These Two Trees': "Take what you can 
from these trees! "echoing into another 
realm where you're guaranteed no phone 
reception. Even with tracks called 'Total Sexy 
Church', that shit is way metaphysical. 
Meryl Trussler 

in the studio: panther 

We listened to: "Gamelan music. Joe and 
I are real gamelan freaks. It's like if rock'n'roll 
was interpreted by banging on giant 
resonant metal pipes. That, and Nirvana's 
Nevermind, not just because the music is 
great, but also to constantly ask ourselves 
howthe drums were recorded." 
We ate: "Bahn Mi. There is this great 
place in Portland that no one knows about 
called Be Van. It's just a little deli that sells 
Vietnamese sandwiches and avocado 
smoothies for really cheap.That and veggie 
burgers with bacon." 
We watched: "Robocop. Watching it 
again as an adult, the movie is a completely 
different beast - the way it mixes social 
commentary with unnecessary violence 
and hilarity: "I'd buy that for dollar!" 
(Charlie Salas) 



Phosphorescent 



Pride (Dead Oceans) 

Like all things you fall for, Pride nags and 
tears your innards while it comforts and 
soothes. It gnaws at bones and paws at 
throats as the ochre glow from its insides 
and Matthew Houck's voice gains intensity, 
like the warming-up of a paper lantern. 
'Wolves' is the gem: the ukulele stately 
and vulnerable, percussion like the thrum 
of a captive heartbeat pitched against the 
organ's evocation of the wild. The way he 
creates her, this lone female - it's as though 
you were watching her sleep, and she you. 
In the hallowed, sepulchral groans of 'Be 
Dark Night', you hear the slap of bare hands 
on cold rock, gospel vocals like hot opiate 
coursing thickly through blood. Pipes rattle 



like cracked-open shells, like fissures in 
the soil, as Pride soundtracks the quiet 
cartography of your own bed, your empty 
house, the woods beyond the gate; it's 
a stretching of the limbs, from root to tip, 
under cover of night. 
Lauren Strain 



Kelley Polar 



I Need You To Hold On While The Sky 
Is Falling (Environ) 

Three years on from his debut album, Kelley 
Polar has unveiled another deeply personal 
sonic document. Polar himself describes 
his latest outing as a " Personal vision of the 
human voice with electronics" .The action 
starts with a reassuring squelch while 
a synthesised voice sings about, "A cool and 
special place that is good for thinking ". As 
the track builds with the familiar, glorious 
strings -redolent of Metro Area hits like 
'Miura' and 'Caught Up' -this sounds like 
classic Polar. But it would appear that he is 
not content with this winning formula. By 
'Zeno Of Elea', Polar's vocal is brought 
unexpectedly into the foreground, sounding 
at times like They Might Be Giants on a disco- 
charged waltzer. 

Elsewhere, Polar explores Human League 
territory on 'Entropy Reigns (In The Halls 
OfThe Celestial City)' and takes on an epic 
orchestral disco theme on the melancholy 
'Chrysanthemum' and infectious 'Rosenband'. 
Polar has never been easy to pin down. This 
album is poppier and yet stranger than 
anything we have previously heard from 
him. A fascinating journey. 
Stuart Aitken 



Presidents Of The United 
States Of America 



These Are Good Times, People 
(Cooking Vinyl) 

There's little change here from the day the 
Presidents' debut stormed the UK. Each 
song is nippy, the harmonies sumptuous, 
the lyrical content tasteless. Sometimes it 
is painfully cloying. Lyrics like "Maggot do 
a dance when the meat goes sour" 'and 
"You never got stabbed in the eye with a 
spork" make me want to hack these kooky- 
popsters into very small pieces. But there's 
pop magic here too, though: the songwriting 
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MALCOLM MIDDLETON | SLEIGHT OF HEART 

Album featuring 6 new songs and 3 cover versions 
Out Now on CD / LP / DL 

"...ONE OF SCOTLAND'S MOST PRECIOUS, AND UNLIKELY, STARS" PLAN B 

For tour dates see: 

www.malcolmmiddleton.co.uk / www.myspace.com/malcolmmiddleton 



AJ^Jj 




Debut Album out April 14th on CD / Special Edition CD / DL 

Featuring members of Turing and The Memory Band 

The single "Wolves" Out March 3 1 st on Ltd. Ed. 7" and DL. (Featuring exclusive remix by Hot Chip). 

www.theaccidental.co.uk / www.myspace.com/theaccidental 



For Full Time Hobby goodies check out our online store here - www.resonancestore.com/fth 

www.fulltimehobby.co.uk / www.myspace.com/fulltimehobby / www.youtube.com/fulltimehobbyrecords / info@fulltimehobby.co.uk 
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leaving the beehive 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 

The B-52's 

Funplex(EMI) 

Funplex is not a bad album at all. 

This is a bad century. 

And it took The B-52's absence and return to 
make me notice. If you don't count a mid-Nineties 
return playing The Flinstones' theme, their last 
new full-length was 1992's Good Stuff. Recently 
founding member Cindy Wilson's rejoined, they've 
been playing festivals, and they wanted some new 
songs to play live. The band chose Steve Osbourne 
to produce their album, because of his work with 
New Order and KTTunstall. 

The result relies on overexcited layers of 
electronics; like any experiment, sometimes this 
works, sometimes it doesn't. Mostly it sounds like 
the time machine's been rusting on blocks outside 
the/.o\/e5/7ac/cforawhile. 'Juliet Of The Spirits' 
could be Tamsin Archer's 'Sleeping Satellite' 
covered by Garbage. The album's still got those 
signature circus sideshow keyboards and snake 
charmer basslines that bubble up like lava lamps 



As the oil runs out, we're all lurching 
forward in the trash can of history 



that have cycled through kitsch, then retro hell, 
then annoying and beyond parody to the point 
where, as cultural signifiers, they're stripped bare, 
but gosh, what a comforting glow they give a room. 

Opener 'Pump' hits like a kick of Red Bull with 
its scrozzed-out sputnik synth-beats. Anytime Fred 
Schneider screams "Lick my belly! "\sOKw\th me, 
but it's like they're grabbing on to everything the 
last 1 5 years had on offer here, and you can have 
too much of too much. 'Love In The Year 3000' 
is as buoyant as the blissed-out 'Summer Of Love' 
from 1 986's Bouncing Off The Satellites. What'll 
life be like in the year 3000? I don't know, but 
these days it feels (sadly) less likely to involve 
polygendered alien tentacle-sex with bootybots 
in the spandex spiral vortex. 

The song 'Funplex' itself is the most disjointed 
- oh, it's catchy, but lyrics like "I'm your waitress 
at the Taco Tiki Hut" are a parody and a tribute to 
a kitschy trash-mall culture of arcades and plastic 
super-sizing that seems, to me, as fragile as an ice 
floe. That's the time warp: The B-52's come from 



time when becoming wild Day-glo candyfloss- 
haired extras from a John Waters casting call 
on Planet X was both an aesthetic choice and 
a political statement. Wonderful fun, but still 
dependent on a never-ending stream of disposable 
culture to mine Stardust from. As the oil runs out, 
we're all lurching forward in the trash can of 
history, and upbeat ass-shaking songs about road 
trips down martini mile, or the erotic pleasures of 
daisy-chainers doing the shang-a-lang can't stop it. 

All that said, there's 'Ultraviolet', the song that 
blows a big wet raspberry at everything above, by 
going even further. It's too much of too much of 
too much. It sounds a bit like Kraftwerk's' Pocket 
Calculator', but with the bassline lifted from 'I 
Wanna Be Your Dog'. It should be so wrong, but 
somehow feels right, right now. When Fred, Kate 
and Cindy chorus, "Doin what we're doing cause 
we're doin ' it right!/ Doin what we're doin ' cause 
it's what we like!" It's not a wink, at the past but 
a smile towards the present. I really hope they can 
keep on doing it forever. 



occasionally cuts through the superficial 
nature of the music and their own lyrics, as 
on 'SharpenThose Fangs': all punchy brass 
prods and a vocal delivery that recalls Primus. 
You either love the Presidents or hate them. 
I do both. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Reverend Organdrum 



Hi-Fi Stereo (Yep Roc) 

Jim Heath of Reverend Horton Heat joins 
Tim Alexander, a talented organ player a la 
Victor Brox or Jimmy McGriff. Link Wray is the 
dominant influence on the Horton side, Willie 
Mitchell on the organ side. Connoisseurship 
of teen beat instrumentals is difficult; it's 
a genre more formulaic than the blues, 



without vocal narratives to aid innovation. 
This said, three minutes of organ, drums, 
bass and guitar have endless scope, from 
wonderful Sixties obscurities such as 'Quasar 
45' by Sun Lightning Incorporated, to 
smashes like 'Wipe Out' by The Surfaris. But 
we need a new James Bondlheme and 'Ain't 
That A Kick In The Head' like a boot in the 
crotch. The Beach Band and their cheeky, 
can-you-guess-what-it-is-yettake on 'Pretty 
Vacant' were repertoire-plundering with 
style, humour and a cultural point. Reverend 
Organdrum need to hear it, because, the 
cover of Roland Kirk's 'The Black And Crazy 
Blues' aside, it takes five minutes to work 
out a tracklist which would have been 
more engaged.Why not give something 



ponderously over-serious, Coldplay perhaps, 
a kitsch makeover? Why not soul-up 
some racist hardcore like Skrewdriver? 
Instrumentalising it would lose the lyrics, 
as well as colouring it This record lacks 
imagination; sorry, but hard cheese is what 
we're dealing with after all. 
Steve Hanson 



Bokar Rimpoche 



Sacred Chants And Tibetan Rituals From 
The Monastery Of Mirik (Sub Rosa) 

These sacrosanct chants are some of the 
devices by which Buddhist monks attempt 
to negate the self as a step towards breaking 
the cycle of suffering. But beyond such lofty 
spiritual matters, there are a few wondrously 



simple human moments contained within 
this collection, none more so than the duet 
between Bokar Rimpoche and a young 
monk. Careful listening picks out the quiver 
in the adolescent's voice, suggesting the 
acolyte is in awe of singing with the late 
master. As well as mantras, we get to hear 
the shimmering metallic songs of the 
Tibetan bowl and a few idyllic excerpts of 
field recordings taken of the Himalayan 
countryside. Comprehensive liner notes 
and evocative photography provide a little 
context and a whole heap of information. 
It's as if Sublime Frequencies' sober cousin 
has finally returned to put its eastern house 
back in order. 
Spencer Grady 
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ylus: fucked 11 

Walls 

Walls (Painkiller) 

"Contemporary popular 

music has one concern: the 

enjoyment of the listener. 

Music is becoming 
- » m*l evermore hook-based as 
more and more artists focus on writing ringtones over songs. Even 
'abrasive' (read: Fucked Up) music has become preoccupied with 
catchiness. It is into this world that the Walls have released their self- 
titled debut. This is a record that seems more content to express itself 
honestlythentrytodrawthe listener in. Butthisisnota 'noise', 'art', 
'grind' or any other type of record that childishly deliberately tries to 
alginate. Nor even is it a 'lo-fi' record for that matter. It is extremely 
well-produced and most certainly still rooted in rock'n'roll. It just 
does not seem concerned with its palatability to the listener." 
(Damian Abraham) 



Science For Girls 



Science For Girls (Science For Girls) 

With a name like that, you had better be 
great. I mean, astonishingly amazing, 
like a psychedelic mash-up of Chicks On 
Speed, early Stereolab and Madame Curie. 
Otherwise, I take total umbrage at the sheer 
offensiveness of the mock-ironic, 'ooh, look, 
science, but like, for girls' title. Unfortunately, 
this is possibly the worst record I've ever 
heard. Inoffensive, cod-lounge pabulum for 
financial analysts and stylists to discuss their 
mortgage deals and school rates to. Gloopy 
Rhodes, lite jazz bass and mildly 'edgy' 
electronics conspire to form a sickly soup 
of Barry Manilow covers - OK, there's only 
one Barry Manilow cover- bearing as much 
resemblance toTropicalia as Sunny Delight 
does to orange juice. So bland it physically 
hurts. To morrow, this girl scientist is taking 
this CD down the laboratory to pulverise it to 
its constituent quarks in an atom smasher. 
Fiona Fletcher 



Shooting At Unarmed Men 



Triptych (Too Pure) 

SAUM have released the same number of 
records as mclusky, with nothing like the 
same impact. Still, Jon Chappie's workrate is 
admirable. 77-/pfyc/?isthe band's third album 
in three years, the first since his emigration 
to Australia. Maybe the good times have 
got to Chappie though, for his direction is 
skewed. A punk rocker gone prog is not 
always pretty. Not only is Triptych spread 
over three discs, some tunes exceed six 
minutes while others don't break two-and-a- 
half. They are, attimes, still brilliant. Chappie 
has an eye for an ear-lobe melting tune that 
isn't original but sounds it. 'This Song Comes 
With A Picture' is one, with cymbal-smashing, 
angsty riffing and Chappie's excellent shout. 
'Sometimes The Best Thing You Can Do Is 
Die' too, is as brutally, abhorrently honest as 
ever. But check 'Full Proof Plan For Successful 
Living' for evidence of a purist gone wrong. 
Seven unfocused minutes of self-indulgent 
soundscape alongside the sneering ode: 
"Don 'tgive a shit about anybody else/ 
Concentrate on pleasing yourself". 
Tom Howard 

in the studio: 

shooting at unarmed men 

We listened to: "A variety of different 

guitars, through a variety of different amps. 
Drums and cymbals of different sizes. Mic 
testings on different instruments. The quality 
of playback in the headphones. Each other's 



voices when anyone had anything of interest 
to say. Jokes that people knew. Stories of 
overindulgence, stupidity and/or arrogance." 
We ate: "Tins of soup, fresh fruit, cake, 
sandwiches, meats of varying flavours, I ate 
my own nostril products (as I often do), lots 
of carrots and chocolate-covered raisins." 
We watched:"Someone may have had 
some sport on theTV in the kitchen, but 
as we were only in the studio for a day and 
a half and had to record 12-14 songs in 
that period, the only thing we really watched 
was the clock and each other's pensive faces, 
concentration eyes, melancholy hair and 
constipated legs." 
(Jon Chappie) 



Speck Mountain 



Summer Above (Peacefrog) 

Summer Above is one of those records so 
5am it's hard to figure out what to do with it 
the rest of the time. The palette is sprawling 
shoegaze, torpid to the point of comatose: 
hazy, glacier-paced passages shifting 
almost imperceptibly beneath Marie-Claire 
Balabanian's pastoral chirruping. She seems 
obsessed with Scandianavia, which is weird, 
considering the band's from Chicago. It's 
mood music, and if you're looking for the 
soundtrack to your comedown then, y'know, 
bingo. But occasionally SM give a glimpse 
of something greater - on 'Stockholm', 
the Mazzy Star/Velvets/Cocteaus influences 
finally gell and combust into a tingling 
starfield. Music for the small hours, but 
let's not condemn this as chill-out just yet. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Supergrass 



Diamond Hoo Ha (Parlophone) 

We don't have an English equivalent to good 
ol' boys American bar music: yr Skynyrd, yr 
11, yr 'Mustang Sally'. Supergrass are doing 
a manful job of claiming that niche. It's as if 
their songs are generated by a blender filled 
with all that we're told was ever great about 
British music. Obligatory 'sunny' melodies, 
Sladeisms, tributes to The Libertines. 

Steadfastly midtempo, DHH\s at times 
alarmingly weak. '345' starts like Sonic 
Youth, and is the surest thing here. But its 
wanky embellishments betray a lack of faith. 
Coombes only sounds at home when he 
allows himself his recognisable sneer, rather 
than a croon that sounds like a neutered Nick 
Cave. And this plodding drumming can't be 
the same Danny Goffey who couldn't go 
a verse without a heroic fill not long ago. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Tegan And Sara 



The Con (Sire) 

Time was, Tegan And Sara sailed through 
cute, spiky folk-punk waters pretty consistently 
- every song was kind of about a B+. These 
days you could butter up a couple of eels 
and they'd be easier to pin down. Last album 
So Jealous lurched between anaemia and 
genius so erratically it managed to spawn 
both an obscure White Stripes covers EP and 
pretty much the entire soundtrack for sapless 
medical drama Grey's Anatomy, and The Con 
staggers on accordingly. The bittersweet 
acoustic-pop that should be their default 
gets paralysed by production goop, but give 
'em a drum machine to play with, and they 
punch you in the gut with a fistful of their 
starkest, most searing songs ever. I figure 
maybe they're just a couple of dilettantes, 
but it's interesting having them around. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



This Is Pop 



This Is Pop (This Is Fake DIY) 

Parisian trioThis Is Pop prove that the city 
of romance has more to offer than head- 
caving electro, with eight slices of brutalist 
'doublethink' pop combining swaggering 
guitar stabs, lo-fi drum machines, caustic 
synths, and urgent, purposefully horizontal 
vocals. Music for popular culture's darker, 
and more congenial, side. This isTesco pop, 
if, in Back To The Future 2, Biff's almanac- 
induced alternate reality had remained 
intact. As with the film, the cocksure menace, 
enthusiasm and insecurity of teenage 
rebellion stalks throughout: 'We Play You 
Come' and 'This Is Pop' sound as much 
manifestos as songs. 'Ashes' and 'IsThis 
Movement' add contemplative elegance 
to post punk electro trash a la LeTigre.This 
is top - get it? Yeah, I've been . . . 
Ben Webster 



Body Language Six: mixed by The 
Junior Boys (Get Physical) 

The Junior Boys have received well-deserved 
praise for their full-bodied embrace of dance 
history combined with a reflective indie rock 
approach. Makes sense to approach them 
for the latest compilation in this dance mix 
series, but there's one small problem - based 
on the evidence of the disc, they're just not 
accomplished DJs. Instead of a seamless mix, 
these are a slew of old and new songs - a 
stellar selection ranging from Sorcerer to the 
Studio - that has the kind of crossfading you 
can create in iTunes. Set that aside, enjoy the 
group's obvious love of crisp, ultrasleek post- 
disco-into-post-techno sounds, and it's a 
treat.There's a bonus in the inclusion of an 
otherwise unreleased song from the band, 
'No Kinda Man', though it's not on the level 
of their best songs overall - and it is perhaps 
telling it starts after a clear silence in the mix. 
Ned Raggett 



Volcano The Bear 



Amidst The Noise And Twigs 
(Beta-lactam Ring) 

There are moments of heartfelt beauty and 
eclectic disturbance in this treasure-trove 
of archaeological-grade folk psychedelia 
and lysergic sound collages. The musical 
inheritance ofThis Heat, Nurse With Wound 
and Comus courses through a passionate 
landscape where surrealist environmental 
recordings thread through conventional 
instruments played in unconventional ways. 



When 'Burnt Seer' repeats and reworks 
the refrain "I'm not singing any better/so I'll 
sing better", they demonstrate a fragility 
and confidence which is breathtaking. Like 
Animal Collective, VTB also have a avant- 
pop bone in their body, and 'The Three Twins' 
is a hauntingly arresting epic of straining 
strings and spine-shivering vocal harmonies, 
rising into a stirring percussive motion made 
only more affecting by the crying babies. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Warmer Milks 



Let Your Friends In (Release The Bats) 

Mixed, recorded and played by Kentucky's 
Michael Turner, Let Your Friends In brings you 
two 1 5-minute nightmares of psychedelic 
despair. 'The Ripple Children. . .' starts with 
what sounds like a hoover making love to 
a crucified cat. Turner's fractured mind begins 
to synthesise: "Things are still not feeling the 
way they should/And I'm guessing that I'm 
just going to have to. . . "The next line should 
be, "Play some real bogus phase guitar, 
dude", but it is not. All is not lost, though, 
as something verging on a scuzz-rock riff 
straight out of a Downtown loft in '82 
slowly unwinds. Second, and last, song 'The 
Wanderer' employs mind-numbingly tedious 
guitar discordance and Damo-esque lung 
scrapings to explore the territory between 
free folk and smoking too much weed. 
Ben Webster 



We Are Scientists 



Brain Thrust Mastery (Virgin) 

We Are Scientists have always been about 
where music overlaps with their witty stage 
play - the way they lightly mock the stupidity 
of collegiate American poster-boy rock from 
the inside out. Brain Thrust Mastery, though, 
is a darker maturation than predicted from 
the Go-Kart driving, cradling kittens, photo- 
shoots of yesteryear. Opener 'Ghouls' is a 
dramatic smudge of dissatisfied engines and 
closely layered triple vocals - there's tension 
here, matched on 'Tonight', where guitars 
chime like they're spliced with tubular bells. 
Elsewhere, 'Lethal Enforcer' is a somewhat 
limp, Eighties-ish indulgence of the electric 
piano; but 'Chick Lit' sees them revisit the 
jerky verse/soaring chorus combo they 
mastered with 'Nobody Move, Nobody Get 
Hurt'. Despite its infantile title, this follow- 
up is more anxious, urgent and chasing than 
we might have thought possible. 
Lauren Strain 



Young Knives 



Superabundance (Transgressive) 

There comes a time in every band's life to Just 
Grow Up. Young Knives, two brothers and 
a drummer taking the piss out of each other, 
dressed like bored sixth-formers, and fond 
of drums that sound like shoeboxes, are 
"Going through some changes ". Lyrics of 
suburbia, suicide, vulnerability are back, only 
more so. There's an end-of-decade feel to 
miffed words like, "Things we never said/The 
past is done/The past is dead/We rue the days ". 
Keyboards, multi-tracked vocals and drum 
machines pepper the songs. Henry Dartnall's 
cheery voice, akin to those last two sentences 
TV news reporters end their dispatches 
with, is ill-suited to the new subtleties. 'I Can 
Hardly SeeThem' is like The Cars produced 
by Trent Reznor, 'Turn Tail' is end-of-night 
jaded disco and somehow beautiful in spite 
of itself. They should take more chances. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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WflAITHS 

'Oriffammc' LP 

| Very special vinyl only edition i 

of the incredible demo CDr r 

now remastered In all its 

putrid hellish glory! 

Massive walls of analogue 

noise and power drone from [ 

the dank Edinburgh crypts, 

Sky rending fury< Limited 

to only 500 worldwide. 



More UK action on Aft, thts . 

time from the multi-talented 

BEN NASH After 3 slew of 

cassettes and CDre, fien 

delivers his first full length 

masterpiece of experimental 

psychedelic drone-folk, bothj 

intimate and cinematic in 

scope. Comes in tetterpress 

fancy card packaging. 

LP available on Blackest 

Rainbow. 



Its ALlVEJi 

Kd N 4%^ fl ^ L «■*' SILVESTER ANFANG 
u ^ e s rac. check aurora-b.com 



BURIAL HEX 

'Inihations" CD/2LP 

Wisconsin's Eurial He*, come 

$ of age with this epic alburn, 

already hailed as a classic 

An analogue astral-industrial 

opus of vast depth and occult 

magnitude from erstwhile 
DAVENPORT, ZODIAC MOUN- 
TAIN and TOTEM stalwart. 
Totai horror electronics. 
CD In special card packaging 
end very limited double vinyf 
in silk screened sleeve. 
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TEIMHOHNEDB 
/ MARZURAAN 
split CD 
Two UK kvlt titans on one 

di&C TENHORNEDBEAKT 

delivers a fierce drone 
invocation of massive power 
and breathtaking complexity 

in anticipation of his new 
album, while MARZURAAN 
turn in their finest narcotic 
haze thus far, dazzling with 
crushing melody . In special 

die-cut runic packaging. 




STILL HOT: DEAD RAVEN CHOIR 'My firstborn will surely be taNnd' CD/LP. MOSS Cthonic rites' CD/2LP. 

WOLFMANGLER '0 waning in a dead f^van..: CD/2LP. SYLVESTER ANFANG 'Kosmies Slachtafvar CD. 
THE STARGAZER'S ASSISTANT The other side of the island 1 CD. L'ACEPMALE 'Mord und totsclag* CD. 
Check website for many more ab releases, MP3 samples, band information and webs hop featuring many 
exclusive distributed Hems Including CDs. vinyl, t shirts and bocks- Secure online ordering. 

www.a u rora- b .co m 
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Bella 

No One Will Know 
(Mint) 

Twelve tracks of blissful 
synth-driven pop music, 
as if Au RevoirSimone 
had been fed through a thousand amps and 
fed a thousand amphetamines. Sometimes 
a miracle happens and you find an album 
that feels like it's been poured out of your 
own soul into a plastic shiny disc that fits 
perfectly into your CD drive. This is one of 
those miracles. (HA) 

Black Francis 

Svn Fngrs 
(Cooking Vinyl) 

Singer of legendary 
post-punk screamers 
sheds the desert twang 
of earlier solo works and bangs out catchy, 
crazy riffage on this mini-album, recorded in 
the time it takes to pen a B-side. Make no 
mistake though, this isn't the late Eighties 
and this isn't Pixies. 'When They Come To 
Murder Me' scores high on 'fuck you' factor, 
especially. (DS) 

Blacksand 

Barn (Asusu) 

Half of Lemon Jelly, 
Nick Franglen, and his 
pal, Charlie Casey, go 
off to an old calving 
shed in Sussex with a load of guitars and 
effects pedals and proceed to make an hour's 
worth of droney sounds. Should be great, 
but something is lacking and these three 
pieces swiftly dwindle into voidy 
nothingness. (EA) 

The Busy Signals 

The Busy Signals 
(Dirtnap) 

Signed to west coast 
punk-pop label, Dirtnap, 
The Busy Signals are the 
latest group to champion the sound of 1 979 
with their fast, irreverent garage rock and to 
varying degrees of success. On standout 
track 'Stereo', singer Analucia slurs, stutters 
and runs out of breath in a charming homage 
to Siouxsie's sorority and only occasionally 
slips into pastiche on the low points, 'So 
Pointless' and 'Uh-Oh'.(ND) 

Correcto 

Correcto (Domino) 

Boasting one of Franz 
Ferdinand and a hungry 
Eighties edge, Correcto 
blast out tracks with 
snarls and shazam. 'Do It Better' is a 
computer-augmented Super Furry Animals, 
while 'Joni' sees intelligence meets bombast 
like British Sea Power. (JF) 

Correspondents 

Hairy Ghost Pipefish 
(Noise Order) 

tjJfc, Sometimes, I wake 

yl Blteiiir up and find that I am 
^^^^^^^* genuinely in the mood 
for some pastoral acoustic Americana 
strumming. Seattle's Correspondents give it 
some of that: on the surface it's gentle and 
calm, but underneath are troubled thoughts. 
I sit with my hangover in the grey dawn, 
trying to feel content but still there's that 
gnawing feeling. (EA) 
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Dopestyle 

The Little Happy/ 
Fool's Pool 
(Daly City) 

There's a market for 
good MCs over murky 
production that hovers between metallic 
sludge and shoegaze bliss-just ask Dalek 
- but Dopestyle's double CD is an example 
of something that aims for that combination 
but creates something pleasant rather than 
memorable. Two CDs worth of it in one go 
is almost too much. (NR) 

Lach 

The Calm Before 
(Fortified) 

Named after a Danish 
porn mag, Lach, the 
praised founder of NYC 
anti-folk, is a sentimental character. His folk- 
rock regales late nights, old friends and real- 
life incidents. "If I meet you, you'll end up 
a song, "he admits. But as his true identity is 
a mystery, you'd never know anyway. (TH) 

Laura Marling 

Alas, I Cannot Swim 
(Virgin) 

Laura Marling has much 
appeal, and deserves 
a go in the biz. More 
of a dreamer than Lily Allen, Kate Nash 
and chums, her creamy voice and adroit 
strumming show at least as much promise. 
She wants to be careful she doesn't end up 
on an Orange advert though. (TH) 

Gerry Mitchell 
And Little Sparta 

The Ragged Garden 
(Fire) 

Scottish miserabilist 
poet Mitchell ain't 
chirpy, but compared to 2006's Scalpel Slice 
with Little Sparta and 2007's The Havering 
asTenebrous Mitchell, this has light at the 
tunnel's end. The tunnel is still long, rustic 
and depressing though. The Ragged Garden 
is Glaswegian grit at its most revealing and 
powerful. (TH) 

The Most Serene 
Republic 

Population 
(Arts And Crafts) 

The Most Serene 
Republic sound like 
The Polyphonic Spree doing a cocaine 
album: squeeze in a cello here, shoe-horn 
in a saxophone there, how about some more 
porno keys on this one? And a barbershop 
quartet? More of those gorgeous, wispy 
vocals and a splash more rhythm section, 
please. (DS) 

Morning Bride 

Greetings From 
AbneyPark,N16 
(Hackney Gazelle) 

Semi-acoustic versions 
of live favourites 
from the north London stalwarts, including 
the bittersweet 'Stepping Out In Front 
Of Cars'. New stompers and weepers 
showcase Amity's extraordinary vocal 
range, whipping up an angelic confection 
spiked with melancholy in a shimmering 
slice of Anglo-Americana to drink and die 
for.(RF) 
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No Kids 

Come Into My House 
(Tomlab) 

Cutesy indie disco pop 

K^ from Canada, in the vein 
*"- of The Blow, No Kids are 
a fine addition to the genre. Laid-back, r'n'b- 
style harmonies are wound around no-fi 
drum beats. This is summertime music, with 
false falsettos, lively piano, ragtime melodies 
and a healthy dose of saucepan drums. (HA) 
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LotharOhlmeir 
and Isambard 
Khroustaliov 

Nowhere 
(NotApplicable) 

A set of improvisations 
between bass clarinet-player Ohlmeir and 
the electronic textures of Khroustaliov (Sam 
Britton of Icarus). Recorded at Edwardstone 
Church in Suffolk and involving much 
manipulation and re-configuring, attimes 
finding Ohlmeir duetting with cut-up 
samples of his own playing. Excellent, like 
discovering new life in the back garden. (EA) 

Operator Please 

Yes Yes Vindictive 
(Brille) 

ThisAustraliangang 
have a collective age of 
around 10 and are all 
pouts and claws. As frontgirlAmandah's bark 
romps across fructose keyboards, the kids 
run amok, trapped in a video game about 
jumping through hoops and swatting 
stars. 'Just A Song About Ping Pong' is still 
murderously annoying, though. (LS) 

The Orb 

The Dream (Butterfly) 

In the Nineties The Orb 
lifted Clannad out of 
context, pasting it over 
the 'Shine On You 
Crazy Diamond' riff. The hijacking of existing 
meaning had seeming endless potential until 
irony took a hold, and now The Orb sound 
stuck.The recordings of ping pong balls and 
computer bleeps alongside Steve Hillage's 
glissando dub of 'Codes' are very pleasant, 
but this isThe Orb as formula, rehashed 
rather than re-energised. (SH) 

J? 1 1 Donita Sparks 

fll Transmiticate 

tff (Sparksfly) 

L| Transmiticateisn'i 

few a real word, Sparks ain't 

WXi^^ftm kidding me. The former 
L7 singer must've invented it to express her 
will to strut to rock mother heaven - be 
fun, empowered, ruffle more audiences' 
feathers, lure and cure with a cracked sugar 
voice, dark pop edges and syrup-centred 
balladry. (HG) 

Angus And Julia 
Stone 

A Book Like This 
(EMI) 

Julia is CocoRosie 
with nothing but 
sadness, but all of the fairytales. Angus is 
The National with none of the gruff. The 
Australian siblings' debut also includes 
violin, Spanish guitar, snare clipping, 
harmonica, a book, a DVD and Fran Healy 
on production. A bargain to some. (TH) 






Seven That 
Spells 

The Men From 
Dystopia 
(Beta-lactam Ring) 

Unsurprisingly, this 
sounds a lot like Acid Mothers Tern pie, with 
guests Makoto and Atsushi making their 
presence felt all over the five tracks of super 
heavy psych-rock freakout. Synths bubble 
and boil over, guitars soar stratospherically, 
choral harmonies jabber, then everything 
blasts off from Croatia to the outer reaches 
of the chaotic cosmos. (RF) 

■ Sunnyvale Noise 
I Sub-Element 

^J jtf^H BoxThree, Spool 

■r^C Five (Field) 

I Shades of This Heat 
^^BiM^M in the sheer metallic 
functionality of this Oxford trio's hyper- 
velocity din. Sputtering tin-box drum 
machines clatter, jerky jerky rhythm guitar 
and big dubby bass battle with bouts of 
noise-jamming interference. A good musical 
accompaniment for ridding yourself of all 
emotions and finally becoming a machine. 
Difficult to love. (EA) 

Talk 

Reset Start Again 
(Fortune And Glory) 

i|ff Trading in their identity 
.' J_ _ ^ffl asTelexfor something 
"~ - ~ even vaguer, the 
Shrewsbury electro-rockers' debut is 
shrouded in a suitably intangible fog of 
melancholia. Stumble in, however, and 
a more distinct landscape of nervous glitches 
and chaste Byrdsian harmonies emerges, 
bobbing gently upon Birmingham's 
westward-spreading Moog ripples. (AB) 

Various 

Periferico: Sounds 
**)f* From Beyond The 

Bubble (Sonic Arts 
Network) 

A refreshing selection 
of snapshots of experimental music from the 
sharp end of globalisation, from Palestinian 
hip-hop, suitably Muslim gauze-style tabla 
dub from Egypt, to Iranian electronica and 
migrane-inducing Ukrainian synth noise. 
Comes in a booklet with cartoons from 
Mazen Kerbaj, noted for improvising along 
to Israeli bombing over Beirut. (RF) 

Various 

The Second 
Marriage Records 
Compilation 
(Marriage) 

With this, your dusktime 
choice for sticky summer nights full of quiet, 
hot, sleeping creatures, I promise you will 
discover approximately 1 6 new unrequited 
loves: from Adrian Orange's humid yawns 
and torpid purrs to Karl Blau's chorus of 
gently warbling males; from Jesse Durost's 
insomniac, Sylvian drones to Ghosting's 
undead telephone. (LS) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, 
HayleyAvron, Abi Bliss, Nat Davies, 
Jonathan Falcone, Richard Fontenoy, 
Hannah Gregory, Steve Hanson, 
Tom Howard, Ned Raggett, 
Daniel Shane, Lauren Strain 
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"Intelligently mode indie rock at its finest 

The Fly 

lEyerv tune on instarjl cfassic." N|sAE 

Trie Brooklyn-based sextets rh 

rock oozes breezy charm ond 

cool." Music Week 
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Featuring Mark Anm and Steve Turner from 

Mud honey. It's been almost 8 years, but 
ikeywrench return with a new sludio album. 



Monkeywrenc 



Released 1 1 rh February 




As Cocoon's Godfather, nobody knows 
techno like Sven Vaih. On 5 van's 'Sound of 
the Eighth Season mix, *1 s all about quality 
not just about the big hits. 
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This is the splendidly unique debut 
album from The Sarapssa Trio, o three 
piece signed to BoylicouT Recordings, 

Includes the singles Heels On Rre 1 
and 'She's A Woman 1 . 
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Tipped by Music Week as one of 2008 

ones to watch, be sure to check ol 

Baby Dee live in Ine Spring 
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Featuring Mark Arm ond Steve Turner from 

Mudhoney. It's been almost 8 years, but 

MDnkeywrencn return with on amazing new 

studio album. 
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- Worth its weight in goW for those who 
like their music on downers in rhe dark. 
Lbsoluie treat. M 
NME 
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Power throws off anv lingering Brrtishness & 
turns diredly towards the blues of Lead belly as 
fihered ibrough Captain Beefheart * Q 
"Muddy boot Dosdines & banjo jangles that 
reek of Contain Beefheart. - Clash 
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Vords: kicking_k 



tion: AnnaHiggie 




Kelis 

The Hits (Virgin) 

She hit first in 2000, a matter of months after 
the world didn't end, with 'Caught Out There', 
a storm-cloud of af ropunk curls (make-up by 
Picasso). Hype Williams was duly employed as 
icon-builder, and staged a protest march of 
wronged women, but really had only to keep 
the lens cap off to capture his charge's spirit. 

'Cause "I hate you so much right now" was 
as much a perfect pop meme as 'I Will Survive' 
before it -except this time, statement of intent 
was hounded by contralto howl - an aggressive 
shunt of exertion rather than fear. In a culture 
well-versed in talk show confessionals, it wasn't 
over-fussed about maintaining dignity- Kelis 
might have sing-sung carefully through the 
verses like it was a really important phone 
conversation, but by the time the fuse burned 
to the chorus, she was fucking fierce (let's not 
forget that the last verse has her cocking a gun, 
and the video sees the transgressor f latline). 

It was the first time I'd heard a Neptunes 
beat, and she their first muse (if we leave aside 
their productive dalliance with 'Superthug' 
NORE) but their next group manoeuvre, 



Wanderland, was seen as a misstep by all 
involved. The album sold so unimpressively it 
could have been a career-ending collection; 
not even released in America -where even her 
first single had been but a minor hit. But listen 
to 'Young Fresh N'New' now and the grind of 
its monster synth arpeggios are a pretty good 
demo for her next success. 



the timet 

rned to the chorus, 

e was fucking fierce 



'Milkshake' was the most lascivious, um, 
'emission' she'd chanced, and the supersize 
combo of just-about double-entendre, sing- 
song delivery and a retooled electronic synth 
slurp finally conquered her homeland. You 
know the etc, from the porcelain-wristed 
poodle dance of 'Bossy' to being dropped by 
her American label and last seen advertising 



a car which glories dimly under the name Ford 
Edge. But we're not going to talk about that 
'cause writing Kelis off is like playing Russian 
roulette with a flick knife -ie unwise, bloody. 

Instead: 'Why I love. ..Kelis' (Words: 
kicking_k) 1. Quality of collaborators -NERD's 
backroom toil rarely found a better foil, but 
throw in Clipse, Nas, Ol' Dirty Bastard, Cee-Lo, 
Andre 3000 and Richard X-this isn't a roster of 



mercenaries, this is righteous souls rallying to 
a call. 2. Longer-lasting sass. Kelis' ratio of oopy 
ballads is way below r'n'b standards, and as 
recently as 2006, she was saying (in a half- 
empty voice that sounded like it had icecubes 
in it), "You don't have to love me/You don't 
even have to like me/But you will respect me". 
3. The way her delivery during 'Finest Dreams' 
stops time, all warm chrome and instant 
nostalgia. 4. That her name is a fusion of her 
parents' (Kenneth and Eveliss). 5. The chorus to 
'Young, Fresh N'New' (only a hit here) which 
goes "Run away from. ..home", over the sound 
of every machine and system malfunctioning, 
what to do when the end of the world doesn't 
come -which is what pop music (and later, 
punk) is all about, right? 6. Right. 
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Odelay: Deluxe Edition (Polydor) 

Twelve years after its release, Odelaysounds 
odd: clunky, show-off-clever, optimistic, 
worried, crass, beguiling. I remember when 
it came out and everyone went nuts because 
they were getting into hip-hop and breaks 
and post-rock and Oc/e/aywas like that, 
except with this vintage stuff like tropicalia 
and Beefheart to reference too. Cool ! But for 
Beck Hansen, was it as huge a record as 
we made it? 

Odelay, which many forget was his 
fourth album, was the one that fleshed 
out his musical world with characters and 
choruses, gave his postmodern Americana 
beats, hooks and pop sparkle, established 
him, but its songs feel lightweight and their 
execution a little obvious compared to the 
darkflights of imagination his later albums 
would demonstrate. Perhaps it's because 
'The New Pollution' and 'Where It's At' 
are so familiar that the samples feel glib, 
like tricksy punctuation; that the more 
contemplative songs like 'Jack-ass' and 
'Derelict' slip down as easy and forgettable 
as if they really are the country blues they're 
chop-upsof. 

It's hard to say, so let's talk the deluxe 
thing: on CD1 it's nice to hear 'Deadweight', 
and the exuberant proto-Anticon 'Inferno'. 
CD2 is value-for-money (ie, a bit too) long 
and nicely put together, with remixes by 
UNKLE andAphexalongside B-sides like 
'SA-5' and 'Erase The Sun' in all their 
comforting angularity. But Beck's playful 
repositioning of music's past and memory 
throughout all his work makes him an 
unlikely candidate for the reissue treatment, 
and somehow it colours his achievement 
all wrong: placing it firmly in a period defined 
in part byTarantino-aping irony, weak 
machismo and a slew of meaninglessness 
disguised as cultural savvy. Odelay, for all its 
shrugs, posturing and on-the-fly lyrics, is a lot 
better than that. 
Frances Morgan 



The Better Beatles 



Mercy Beat (Hook Or Crook) 

It's 1 981 : Omaha, Nebraska. A bunch of 
bored, alienated Styx and Residents fans are 
fed up with the overwhelmingly oppressive 
influence thatfour 'unassuming' moptop 
Liverpool lads still exert upon popular music 
and especially FM radio. So they decide 
to make musical protest out of analog 
synthesisers, deadpan vocals and primitive 
recording techniques. They form The Better 
Beatles - no originals, only cover Beatles 
versions - and release one single, the 
fantastically sarcastic, twisted 'Penny Lane' 
b/w'I'm Down' (cutting off the rottenness 
of culture at its core) and split. 

Almost 26 years later, in the wake of 
Messthetics, and Western culture still 
mourning its one talisman of underground 
expression, John Peel, The Better Beatles find 
themselves exhumed, dusted off-the single 
reissued, but now in the company of an 
entire album (recorded at the time) full of 
savagely deconstructed, detuned, mewling 
Beatles covers: a decayed, out-of-time 
fairground whirl through 'Eleanor Rigby' 
here, a stop-start version of 'With A Little 
Help... 'there. 

ImagineThe Flying Lizards viewed 
through a laconic Cristina (No New York) 
daze. Absolute genius, of course. 
Everett True 




panic on the streets 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Illustration: KaiWong 

Morrissey 

Greatest Hits (Polydor) 

He sounds like a man who since childhood has only 
wanted to quote himself. Allow me the same indulgence 
-in 19991 wrote this: "There's something about The 
Smiths that still has an unhealthy hold over people you'd 
love to love. Get the facts straight though: The Smiths 
were about nostalgia, they were about destroying any 
black trace in pop, when they emerged they were pretty 
much a rights-for-whites insistence that nothing since 
punk had mattered. 'Panic' is a letter to Melody Maker 
spun into a song and Morrissey is a Ted-fixated pre- 
immigration-fantasising Granny of a man. This laid the 
groundwork of morose retrospect that lad-rock would 
later find its spiritual motivation. Blame and shame them 
every chance you get" . 

I have no desire to take that opportunity now, 
especially now the pack are involved. For Moz to get 
dissed for nostalgia and fear by NME would be funny if it 
weren't so grisly to watch. I grew up, I got over it, I had to 
admit there are moments in Smiths tunes that are magical 
and that The Smiths reveal an essential of pop even more 
lucidly than Blur or U2: that the frontman is ultimately 
what changes cognisance to love, and can just as easily 
turn admiration into loathing. 

So though I mourn the victory of classic guitar rock 
in Manchester (and Morrissey trailblazed that steady 
campaign), I'll concede The Smiths aren't entirely kindling 
- for the first two singles when the mystery was still intact 
I was in love. Then I heard and read deeper. By the time 
I knew that Morrissey hated rap, black pop and (if you 



believe the words of Johnny Rogan's controversial Smiths 
biography) "dislikes Pakistanis immensely", by the time 
of 'Asian Rut' and 'Bengali In Platforms' and 'National 
Front Disco', I knew that his dreams didn't include me, 
that me and my kind were a problem, an(other) obstacle 
in his vision of English pop progress/regress. 

What's clear through this comp - 1 5 tracks that 
attempt to cover everything since '88 (including live Patti 
Smith covers and two new tracks as well as eight tracks 
from the last two albums - is that this is a man smart 
enough to never even think about surprising his audience. 
What's conjured here is no sense of a man ageing. Rather, 
he's a Peter Pan of Weltschmerz, the rotating monomania 
of his concerns (especially on the tracks from Quarry and 
Tormentors) and his bristling stew of martyrdom and 
malevolence still endlessly fascinating to him and 
consequently his adoring public. 

I'm not sure Morrissey cares, or even whether he 
should care, that he only has that fan/dom relationship 
left, that he'll never matter anymore now his myopia has 
become the mainstream, that the emo bands and indie- 
janglers will pocket and repackage his schtick until he 
gets the permanent Vegas residency he's been aiming 
for all his life. Nothing here, even from '88 and especially 
the new stuff, is remotely exciting to me. But give me 
Morrissey's honesty about his little Englander mindset 
over the cowardly political silence of A/MF-sanctioned 
rock every fucking time. The injured regret, the post- 
colonial revulsion of Morrissey's music is closer to white 
England's heartbeat than anyone else will admitto being. 
This comp is British Proper Music packaged with all the 
laziness and largesse (you get a live bonus CD if you're 
keen) you'd expect from a Time Life Neil Diamond comp. 

Me, I've got letterbombs to send and trains to derail. 
See you after the cleansing. 
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f lakin' and perpetratin' 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 



Charles Wright And The Watts 103 Street 
Rhythm Band 

Express Yourself 

You're So Beautiful (Rhino) 

The ad-lib, call-and-response yelps and moans of Charles 
Wright and members of the Watts 1 03 Street Rhythm 
are a mutating chain of words, almost words, and freaky 
clucking noises. 'A's and 'E's form themselves into and fall 
out of the lines, "You don't need nobody but yourself " , 
and shortly morph into 'Express Yourself, which slides 
too easily into an invitation to the Vietnam war, and 

When the doctor tells me 
to stop drinking, I reply 
'Wiine, Wiiine, Wiiiiine' 

the interrupting sound of the horrors of technological 
warfare. And so, 'Express Yourself 2' neatly surmises the 
descent of a groove. 

As a rework of 'Express Yourself it is painful in its 
insight, and powerful in its politics. 'Express Yourself 2' 
opens the 1971 album You're So Beautiful ', whose re- 
release makes available a relative soul rarity. The title track 
is a slurry ballad, Charles Wright's voice lolling over brassy 
harmonies and moog. The LP pleas for comfort, from 
lovers or wine. It frames the eight-piece Watts 1 03 Street 
Rhythm band's perfect, subtly graduating riffs in the 
song, againt whose contours bass and guitar seem 
to strain against with meaner tones, or sadly embrace. 
'Nobody' can replace my baby. There's 'Nothing To 



Write Home About' because I still love you but I'm 
with somebody else. When the doctor tells me to stop 
drinking, I reply "Wiine, Wiiine, Wiiiiine". 

Skipping back a year, 1 970's Express Yourself seems 
palpably more free. 'Love Land', one of the band's several 
9 Billboard chart scoring hits between 1 968 and 1 973, 
is a dream for the future not yet lost. 'High As Apple Pie 
1 And 2' are gorgeous with the sin of secular gospel, 
ecstatic vocals, trembling horns, rumbling piano, 
screeching trumpets, circling into crescendos and 
surfacing in melodic pleasure at the sight of that girl. 
What a precedent for house's sexual transgressions. Part 
two has huge choruses that rival the Southern California 
Gospel Choir on Aretha's 'Amazing Grace' recordings. 
The keys are major, the melodies are happier. 

The Watts 1 03 Street Rhythm Band were based in 
Hollywood, and strode ground between Otis Redding, 
Sly And The Family Stone, James Brown and Bill Withers. 
Two of the band's members went on to become part 
of Earth, Wind And Fire. 'Express Yourself became on 
NWAs version a manifesto for their gritty realism. It 
probably wasn't a meaning they anticipated for the song. 
But its use on commercials galore is the bigger irony, the 
dream of revolution through personal emancipation 
turned into a means to harness desire into the market. 

Of course the passage of time and retrospect makes 
such ironies glaring. That only makes 'Express Yourself 2' 
more biting in its consciousness of the selfishness of 
individual freedom, and the consequences that political 
theorists continue, 37 years later, to unpick. And of 
course the portents were already there, a threat 
underlying the pleasures of the 1970 LP. Charles Wright 
was already wondering if there could be a 'Road Without 
An End'. He said 'I'm Aware', and that he was 'Living on 
Borrowed Time'. But the music was souful and seductive. 



The Durutti Column 



Fidelity 

Circuses And Bread 

Lips That Would Kiss 

Live In Bruxellesl 3.8.81 (LTM) 

Factory Records loose alliance with European 
fellow travellers Factory Benelux, LesDisques 
du Crepescule and Sordide Sentimental 
leant an air of intellectual legitimacy to 
the label's pseudo Situationist, vaguely 
nouvelle vague gameplan.This quartet of 
re-releases, appended by rarely heard gems, 
show off Vini Reilly's Durutti Column as chief 
beneficiaries of such exotic exchange visits 
in less well-travelled times. 

Moving backwards, 1996's Fidelity 'fuses 
chill-out room samples and beats alongside 
E I lie Rudge's choirgirl voice, with surprisingly 
minimal emphasis on Reilly's echo-box 
augmented plucking. A prevailing humanity 
pulses throughout, as it does on 1 986's 
Circuses And Bread. Expanded to include five 
tracks from the 'lost' DC album, Short Stories 
For Pauline, the result ended up being a dry 
run for the baroque, orchestral insularity of 
Without Mercy. 

Further excerpts from Short Stories 
For Pauline appear on Lips That Would Kiss, 
a beautifully realised and essential amalgam 
of early Eighties material. Unadorned and 
quietly exploratory, references to novelist 
Marguerite Duras skitter throughout 
Reilly's smudged-in suite of delicately 
realised miniatures. 

If Lips That Would Kiss is Reilly at 
his most impressionistically pure, Live In 
Bruxelles reveals an even more fragile if 
altogether clumpier affair. A document of 
Reilly and drummer Brice Mitchell's 1981 
show at Place de la Monnaie, it's a thin, 
imbalanced and cavernously spare taking 
stock of the best of Reilly's then slim back 
catalogue.This only makes Reilly's weedy 
vocal on the autobiographical 'Stains' sound 
even more painfully honest. As does the 
interview that follows, a rare dialogue with 
this most single-minded of believers. 
Neil Cooper 



Chico Hamilton Quintet/ 
Elmer Bernstein 



Sweet Smell Of Success OST (el) 

On its release in 1957, Sweet Smell Of 
Successwas as hip a movie as you were 
likely to see: a scathing dissection of New 
York's showbiz community with razor-sharp 
dialogue played out in dingy backstreets, 
plush apartments and smoky jazz clubs. The 
soundtrack was uber-cool too, with drummer 
Chico Hamilton's band performing in the 
club scenes, providing an authentically 
swinging backdrop.The band was pushing 
in some unusual directions for the day, 
incorporating one of the few jazz cellists, 
Fred Katz, and fusing classical elements 
into an improvising framework. 

If a lot of the tunes collected here sound 
safe by today's standards, the 1 6-minute 
'Concerto of Themes' still sounds fresh 
and exploratory. Add in Elmer Bernstein's 
sweeping arrangements - a square's 
take on Charles Mingus' street-savvy 
panoramas - and it could well be the 
ultimate film noir soundtrack. 
Daniel Spicer 



Les Savy Fav 



Inches (Wichita) 

'Meet Me InThe Dollar Bin' requests the 
opening salvo of Inches, collecting songs 
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albums reissues 



Les Savy Fav have contributed to limited- 
edition sevens throughout their career. 
Doubtless that's where the group expected 
their errant, pop-avant squalls to banish 
them, before their Brooklyn base became 
prime locus of all that is cool in American 
indie-rock, and their lusty dash-grab of new 
wave textures, punk rock impact and the 
inimitable holler of frontmanTim Harrington 
won new fans with last year's Let's Stay 
Friends LP. 

Collars are loosened and askew concepts 
given life across Inches, but nothing here 
is remotely throwaway, faintly-disco snare- 
pulses driving bruised punk-pop barbed with 
Seth Jabour's web-spun guitar lines, playing 
Edge-like delay withinfinitely more poetry. 
As with their live shows, however, Harrington 
always steals the spotlight, whether yelping 
"Papa don 't preach! " like Black Francis's 
snotty nephew ('Knowing How The World 
Works'), or howling irresistible chant-along 
melodies at dense and bejewelled walls 
of guitar. 

Smart as hell, but a tonne of the purest 
and most kineticfun. 
Stevie Chick 



Nick Lowe 



Jesus Of Cool (Proper) 

Pop music was weird in the mid-Seventies. 
Former washed-up pub musician (in 
lightweight country pop early Seventies beat 
combo Brinsley Schwa rz) Nick Lowe was 
central to Stiff's vision - both as a producer 
(Wreckless Eric, The Damned, Graham 
Parker) and performer (he released Stiff's 
debut single, 'So It Goes') - but the music 
he made was a bastard hybrid of Chas And 
Dave music hall bonhomie and Beatles 
jangling melodies. 

Lowe's debut solo album, 1 977's Jesus 
Of Coo/was a bona fide hit- no doubt due 
to the presence of the Jonathan Richman- 
influenced 'So It Goes' and quirky Top 1 
hit 'I Love The Sound Of Breaking Glass' 
- but it does contain several excruciating 
moments: the turgid opener 'Music For 
Money', the trying-too-hard-to-court- 
controversy, misspelled tribute to doomed 
Twenties actress, 'Marie Provost' ( "She was 
a winner/That became the doggie's dinner"). 

That Lowe was a talented songwriter 
isn't in doubt, but he was damnably patchy 
too. Imagine McCartney hanging out with 
Captain Sensible and you're pretty much 
there. This reissue contains 1 bonus tracks 
(including the excellent 'CruelTo Be Kind' 
and 'Heart Of The City') and a kick-ass fold- 
out sleeve. 
Everett True 



Bliss Torn From Emptiness 
(Profound Lore) 

Remastered by James Plotkin and expanded 
from the CDR version into three tracks of 
massive drones, lung-bursting bass and 
Godflesh-sized drums, this is a breathtaking, 
ear-pummelling ride through crushing noise 
into all-encompassing widescreen feedback 
which fills the air with sound almost dense 
enough to breathe. It also turns out to be 
the perfect soundtrack to walking through 
a full-blown gale, rain soaking through 
waterproofs to the skin - Nadja beat all 
the best that nature can throw at a waiting 
body, because even on headphones, they 
manage to overwhelm the elements through 
sheer strength of amplification employed. 



And that's what it should be like. Relentless, 
exhilarating and completely overpowering. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Ron i Size/Reprazent 



New Forms (Talkin Loud) 

This reissue of 1 997's multi-platinum 
Mercury Prize-winner New Forms, released 
this year to mark a Reprazent comeback tour, 
and featuring extra tracks previously only 
available on the US issue, would hardly be 
necessary if its new fusion of drum'n'bass 
and jazz had fulfilled its original overweening 
ambition. Once, before Goldie's massively 
indulgent Saturnzreturn wore thin the 
patience of clubbers for intelligent d'n'b, 
before endless gormless acid jazz 
compilations made jazz sampling into 
automatic anaphylaxis, it seemed Roni 
Size and his team of inventors, their 'new 
configuration, new riff and new structure', 
and their blistering live show -featuring live 
double bass, dynamite MCing and a delicious 
mix of live drums and sampled beats - 
might truly make its mark on more than 
club culture. And - inasmuchas it has clearly 
laid the ground for dubstep - it has; but 
Size's subsequent work with Reprazent on 
2000's In The Modefailed to match the 
gleeful gauntlet this record threw down. 
Look, there are still pubs in my home 
town where if you span this, every fist and 
every voice would be raised for the firebomb 
outro of 'Railings', where the gentler 
comedown blues of 'Destination' would 
spur acid flashbacks in every corner; and 
yes. You really should want to know why. 
Petra Davis 



Thee Headcoatees 



Ballad Of The Insolent Pup 
Have Love Will Travel 
Here Comes Cessation 
Bozstik Haze (Damaged Goods) 

It's done so perfect. The sound is worked out 
beforehand -straightforward Billy Childish/ 
Thee Headcoats three-chord rush (Thee 
Headcoatees formed asThee Headcoats' 
'sister group', singing back-up live and then 
switching places) with a direct beat, no fills, 
and the sort of abrasive edge that can only 
be achieved with the right recording space 
and analogue recording decks. Write a few 
simple melodies, let the four ladies ('Bongo' 
Debbie, Kyra LuRubia, Ludella Black and 
Holly Golightly- up till Here Comes 
Cessation, where Debbie left) loose on 
barely harmonised, sugar-raw, equally 
shared, lead vocals, throw in a few catty 
putdowns ('Ballad of The Insolent Pup', 
'You're Gonna Get What's Coming') and 
off-mic screams. . .and there you have it. 
Chatham perfection. 

As to which of these four albums you 
may want to begin with, I actually prefer the 
Hangman 1991 release Girlsville,butyou 
can't go wrong with Have Love Will Travel 
(1 992), that's for sure. Or any of the others, 
come to that. 

As the sleevenotes to Have Love state: 
"Gliding effortlessly and immaculately from 
the coquettish to the darkly sinister" . 
Everett True 



Funky Nassau:The Compass Point 
Story 1980-1 986 (Strut) 

Cynics might say migrating to the Bahamas 
to find funky production is the privilege of 
new wave stars whose bank accounts have 
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Rebel POets 

of America 



Jack Kerouac/Steve Allen 

Poetry For The Beat Generation (Zonophone) 
Jack Kerouac feat Al Cohn and Zoot Sims 

Blues And Haikus (Zonophone) 

Kenneth Patchen and Lawrence Ferlinghetti 

Rebel Poets Of America (el) 
Chet Baker 

Let's Get Lost (Poppy Disc/After Hours) 

Ah, Fifties America. The beatniks, the beat poets, the hep 
cats, the smoky jazz cellars, the incidental, instrumental 
music, Charlie Parker blowing hot and cool on the radio, 
anti-war demonstrations, anti-conformity deployment, 
racial desegregation a badge of pride, the vague stirrings 
of the hippie movement, an entire generation grown up 
overly influenced by the no/r styling of Raymond Chandler 
and Humphrey Bogart. . .I'm tempted just to quote that 
Jean Rhys passage I used in last issue's editorial and leave it 
at that. I mean, fuck rock'n'roll. It didn't half sweep away 
much that was sweet about alternative culture. These four 
albums capture the mood of the insurgents perfectly: beat 
generation icon Jack Kerouac's first two forays into the 
recording studio, the first with Steve Allen providing fine 
drizzly, moody piano backdrops to his so-cool, laidback 
declamatory spoken word (check 'Deadbelly' alone for 
a track that's influenced five decades of poets). . .which, urn, got withdrawn 
by its record company on time of release it was considered 'tasteless'. 
The second is also excellent, with tenor saxmen Sims and Cohn providing 
smooth, minimal blues, but it lacks the first's engaging spontaneity, feels 
like the words are trying a fraction too hard to interact with the music. 

Rebel Poets Of America, meanwhile, is just pure playfulness- the zestful 
groove of Patchen's artful segment 'Murder Of Two Men By A Young Kid 
Wearing Lemon Coloured Glasses' tempered with the yawned start of 
'State Of The Nation' and the Gerswhin-referencing 'Lonesome Boy Blues' 
(all tracks recorded with the judo-cool Chamber Jazz Quartet)- while 
Ferlinghetti is even more expressive, if not histrionic. 

And finally, what Fifties jazz/beat education would be complete without 
a collection from the sultan of cool, Chet Baker himself? And Let's Get Lost 
is as fine a place as any to start: lovingly and lavishly compiled by Teenage 
Fanclub's Norman Blake and BMX Bandit DuglasT Stewart, ittoucheson all 
the classics ('My Funny Valentine', 'The Thrill Is Gone', 'There Will be Another 
You') and way more. Wonder where Robert Wyatt, Elvis Costello, Burt 
Bacharach, Astrud Gilberto, etal look to inspiration? Wonder no more 
Everett True 










grown fat from 1 2-inch sales while they 
themselves have grown thin from Bolivia's 
finest.This compilation rises above the worst 
of these Nassau cliches, with Grace Jones 
purring about her Jamaican guy andTalking 
Heads at their peak of Afrobeat and Eno 
genius. I suspect TomTom Club's 'Genius 
Of Love' could only have come from this time 
and place, but resent any encouragement 
of Laura Weymouth's further stoned 
whimperings, heard here on Chaz Jankel's 
Dub-by 'Whisper'. But Cristina's wistful 'You 
Rented A Space' is the breathy disco record 
Chicks On Speed wish they could have made, 
and Lizzy Mercier Descloux's 'Sun Is Shining', 
brings on a Pavlovian scrabble for sunscreen. 

Just don't listen to this before April, 
unless you are a masochist or live south 
of the Equator. 
Emily Bick 



A Number Of Small Things (Morr) 

With their indie/electronica combobulations 
Morr have been a label that I've dipped in 
and out of the years, never zealously needing 
to snaffle up every release but always nicely 
comforted to know that they were there. 
A Number Of Small 'Things concentrates on 
their seven-inches series, B-sides an' all, and 
for the most part is a pretty decent snapshot 
of the musical tomfoolery they engage in. 
Move past the Smog and Undertones cover 
versions, and there are wee treats from some 
Morr favourites. Lali Puna and B Fleichsmann 



provide the staple, but it's the new, to me 
anyway, acts like Masha Qrella and Populous 
that are revelations. It may not have the 
immediate grab of previous Morr comps 
like the fantastic 'Blue Skied And Clear', 
but where compilations are usually a lucky 
bag full of duds; this is one that's been rigged 
in your favour. 
The Corpo 



You Don't Know (NinjaTune) 

NinjaTune have always had a good line in 
compilation albums and this is probably 
their best since 1 996's Flexistentialism 
state of their nation, state of the turntable 
art address. For some reason Roots Manuva 
always seems to save his best material up 
for these albums, and the bass heavy electro 
work out 'Seat Yourself is no exception. Their 
discoT-Rex signing Pop Levi previews his 
sophomore album with 'Dita Dimone' and 
The Herbalizer eschew their occasional 
polished chrome and stripped pine leanings 
for the filthy stank of 'Gadget Funk'. Even 
Coldcut show they've still got petrol left in 
the tank with two new tracks. 

Of course Mr Scruff makes like Bentley 
Rhythm Ace and they've still not quite 
freed themselves of the aggravatingly jazz- 
lite 'intelligent' drum and bass jams but 
rare tracks by cLOUDDEAD, Shadow, Mike 
Ladd and Spank Rock more than make up 
for this. 
John Doran 
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brought to life 

Words: Sophie Mayer 

War, peace and punk rock are drawn 
to perfection in this Iranian coming- 
of-age story 

Persepolis 

Dir Vincent Paronnaud and Marjane Satrapi, 2008 

Marjane Satrapi's Persepolis is pretty much graphic 
novel perfection. The memoir of a young woman 
growing up with a liberal family in Tehran, sent to 
Vienna as a teenager by her parents, and returning 
after the war as an adult, allied graphic simplicity 
to its recounting of a life. Both the black-and-white 
style and the narrative are deceptively simple: the 
solid black of the characters' clothes and hair is 
suggestive of both the veil that becomes a symbol 
of repression under the Ayatollah's regime and of 
the silhouetted scenes of war and execution that 
illustrate stories told by Marjane's family. 

These stories are both the backbone and 
background of Marjane's own, and it's clear that 
Persepolis is part of a family tradition and at the 
same time its terminus: living in Paris, Satrapi was 
able to give voice to the stories that her family could 
not. Persepolis was only the second graphic novel 
(after Maus) to make the New York Times bestseller 
list. So why make a film? 

"La memoire de la famille ne doit passe perdre," 
says Uncle Anoush, a political radical jailed for his 
actions, to the young Marji. Turning the novels into 
a film is another stage in preventing the loss of 
the family's history. Satrapi asked her studio mate 
Vincent Paronnaud, an underground comic artist, 
short filmmaker and musician, to co-direct the film 
with her, and his influence is felt in the witty use of 
animation styles, movie references, and especially 
the music, from Johann Strauss for panoramic views 
of Vienna to techno for an illegal party in Nineties 
Tehran. The transition from Western pop and 
rock to Austrian punk maps Marji's journey from 



childhood to adolescence, in each case representing 
an attempt to fit in. Young Marji wears a jacket that 
reads 'PUNK IS NOT DED' with a Michael Jackson 
badge; the juxtaposition of punk and pop informs 
the film's acerbic energy. If you've seen the trailer, 
you'll know this includes Chiara Mastroianni, who 
voices Marjane, singing a fantastically out-of-tune 
'Eye Of The Tiger'. This is accompanied, of course, by 
the obligatory training montage -although I don't 
remember Sylvester Stallone ever waxing his legs. 

The trials of growing up female give the film 
a large part of its comedy. The narrative is also 
centered on the relationship between Marjane, her 
mother, and her grandmother- the older women 
voiced by Catherine Deneuve and Danielle Darrieux, 
French acting legends who have played mother and 
daughter in several films. Their voices, along with 



A refusal to forget, 
and a commitment to 
finding new ways to 
tell stories 



French-Lebanese actor 
Simon Abkarian 
as Marjane's father, 
are material to the film's 
charm in a way that's 
too rare in English- 
language animation 
where star power 
rules. Over in America, 
isolationist politics have 
given rise fears that 
people won't see a 
subtitled film: hence it's 
been dubbed. Imagine 
an American A-lister 
(even one as liberal as 
Sean Penn) delivering 



an Iranian radical's comment on his time in jail: 
" Our torturers were specially trained by the CIA. " 
Almost as ridiculous as the initial adaptation pitched 
to Satrapi, with J-Lo playing Marjane. 

They should have kept the French, because that's 
one of the aspects that marks Persepolis as different. 
Its images of bombings, battlefields, and executions, 
familiar from the evening news as well as heavy- 
handed American films, are moving because of 
theirthoughtful animation. Bombed landscapes 
appear as stylised silhouettes in which soldiers' 
gas masks turn their faces into skulls; historical 
figures such as the first Shah are imagined as literal 
puppets, moving their limbs jerkily as they plot 
Iran's future. Each remembered story -from 
Anoush's narrative of his involvement with 
the short-lived Republic of Azerbaijan through 
Marjane's conversations with God (and Karl Marx) 
to Grandma's tale of the divorcee romanced by 
every man she meets - is brought to life with an 
appropriate style of animation. These flashbacks 
would feel ridiculous in a live action film, but in 
Persepolis, they are literally the animating force of 
the movie: a refusal to forget, and a commitment 
to finding new ways to tell stories. It's a film that 
sees with the eye of a tiger. 
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Dir Harmony Korine, 2008 

Our early twenties are when we first really feel and understand 
nostalgia and regret; first start to see their insidious place in 
our own lives. It's an aesthetic, at that age, and the pangs of 
real fear and mortality that hover around that aesthetic can 
be co-opted into it and revelled in - if, that is, you have an 
outlet for it, and a vision to realise. Otherwise it can near 
destroy you. At 2 1 , 1 was fucking jealous of Harmony Korine 
and not just because he got to go out with ChloeSevigny. A 
few years my senior, he had just made Gummo. He had taken 
our post-childhood sadness, our alienation, our sarcasm and 
our extrications from families and hometowns and he'd made 
them into a series of tableaux that haunted beautifully rather 
then fearfully. I just got ill. It seemed unfair somehow. 

Somehow, because nostalgia and regret loosed their 
grip on me as I grew up and got better, I didn't expect 
Korine to stick with nostalgia, refine regret into one of the 
defining traits of his work, transform that post-adolescent 
sentimentality into something iconic and moving, even as 
it remains stylised and hyper-aware of itself as an emotion. 
But Mister Lonely- primarily the story of a Michael Jackson 
impersonator's sojourn in a Scotland commune of fellow 
impersonators, a set-up that veers from kitschy togetherness 
to dysfunctional claustrophobia and death, as all film 
communes seem to do - is both iconic and moving, and sees 
him settling into a kind of maturity that allows him to repeat 
themes and motifs, knowing that they're now kind of his. 

Diego Luna, as Michael, is one of a cast that includes 
Samantha Morton (as Marilyn Monroe), James Fox, Anita 
Pallenberg (the Pope and the Queen, knowingly brought 
together in an inverse echo of their appearance in the 
debauched Performance) and Werner Herzog.This impressive 
team certainly helps give Mister Lonely its 'classic' feel, 
but Korine also draws on vintage cinema, probably in part 
because he loves it, but mainly to enhance the delusional, 
shabbily glittering world these impersonators inhabit.There's 
dance sequences redolent of Powell and Pressburger; wise 
children (and more dancing) a la Terence Malick's beautiful, 
drifting Days Of Heaven- a known Korine favourite.The 
ensemble playing brings to mind the motley circus crew of 
Jodorowsky's Santa Sangre, as Luna's soft-spoken, delicate 
Michael recalls that film's gently murderous hero, Fenix. 
This intertextuality sits well with the characters' various 
and mercurial loves, sorrows and betrayals: a reminder of 
the acting and impersonation we all carry out through life. 

If that seems a little trite - and sometimes it kind of is - 
the impersonators' story is told alongside a subplot involving 
a nuns' mission in an unspecified South American country. 
With Herzog as their priest/pilot organising food drops over 
jungle villages, it's not long before one nun falls from the 
plane and discovers miraculous powers of flight, and so 
dreamlike, sun-drenched sequences of blue-clad sisters 
careering through the clouds first amuse, then entrance, 
then climax in a conclusion that's inevitable, yet powerful. 

There's plenty there to irritate those who've always seen 
Korine as a jaded hipster filmmaker, grown flabby with pop- 
culture references and easy nihilism. There's the way the film's 
segments are named after Michael Jackson songs; the nun 
who flies on a BMX; the slightly simplistic, sentimentalised 
concern with innocence and innocents (kids and old people 
and, well, nuns — as well as Luna's unworldly, virginal 
Michael). Korine has his tics and tricks for sure, but his 
knowingness and sense of irony seems less a safety net now; 
more a valid way of navigating an existence that he can't 
help but feel and hymn the ultimate pain of. In a weird way 
I can't help but feel proud to be of his generation, because 
it's hard for us to make beautiful things, and I think he does. 
Frances Morgan 




the random factor 

Words: Neil Cooper 



Negativland, Our Favourite Things 



Negativland's jump-cut realignments of the status quo are the inspiration for 
confrontational documentaries, improvised soundtracks, chance meetings 
and indecisive moments 



Negativnights 

Edinburgh Printmakers Gallery 

When U2 issued a lawsuit against agit-avant provocateurs 
Negativland following the latter's reconstructions of the 
apparent world saviours' 'I Still Haven't Found What I'm 
Looking For' in 1 991 , it put issues of artistic copyright in the 
mainstream of popular culture in a way that are only now 
coming home to roost. When Negativland similarly cut up 
Julie Andrews' epistles of wholesomeness in The Sound Of 
Music, it was a piece of pop art subversion that gave Rodgers 
and Hammerstein's saccharine classic a twist even John 
Coltrane never managed. 

It's the latter that was on show in Our Favorite Things, 
a screening of Negativland's DVD compendium of similarly 
styled works that formed the centrepiece of Negativnights 
at Edinburgh Printmakers Gallery. Named quite deliberately 
after its inspiration (themselves named after a track by 
Neu !) this series of six screenings took as its starting point 
Negativland's jump-cut realignments of truth, justice and the 
American way to provide a platform both for artists' films and 
for documentarists without a visible outlet for short pieces. 

The first event, in which the inner workings of cartoonist 
Malcy Duff's head became the subject of Ben Ewart-Dean's 
'Malcy's Horses', bridged this gap. A second film, the two- 
minute 'Gavin's Feet', featured a live improvised soundtrack 
performed by Ali Robertson (who with Duff makes up 
scritch'n'scratch minimalists Usurper) and nimrod 33's 
Norman Shaw surrounded by originals of Duff's drawings. 

The follow-up bill of Leena Nammari's 'Zourouni' and 
Sacha Kahir's 'Object/Subject' was more explicitly political. 
Where 'Zourouni' was an optimistic postcard from Palestine 
that showed off a land beyond the headlines, Kahir's close- 
up of a smacked-up Edinburgh is the stuff of nightmares. 

Scheduled either side of new works by Cara Tolmie and 
Andy Wake were 'Digital VD' and 'Pilgrim -A Non-Linear 
Video Journey.' Both hour-long works, the former invited 60 
artists to make one-minute pieces, which are then presented 
in a random fashion whereby soundtracks are displaced and 
subsequently land in places they shouldn't, offering an at 
times wonderful series of accidental counterpoints. 

"Everyone has ownership of this one thing," co-curator 
Edward Summerton says of 'Digital VD,' whose contributors 
include ex Fall guitarist Tommy Crooks, Graham Fagen, whose 
previous works have melded lyrics by Robert Burns to reggae 



as produced by Adrian Sherwood, and 'Rebus' script-writer 
David Kane. "It's a cultural meeting point for artists of all 
kind. Because its shown randomly, and because everyone 
gets a copy of the DVD to take away with them, only the 
artists themselves will know what's meant to go where." 
If such a random co-opting of the means of production 
sounds akin to Brian Eno's generative 77 Million Paintings', 
in discipline and spirit it more resembles Miniatures, the 
compilation of 51 'one-minute masterpieces' released 
by Cherry Red in 1 980, which featured such luminaries as 
Robert Wyatt, The Residents, Ivor Cutler, Ralph Steadman, 
RDLaing and Quentin Crisp. 

Summerton goes so far as to suggest that at each 
screening of 'Digital VD' there should be a competition 
for the best mobile phone pirating of the collection. But 
YouTube's speak-easy democratisation of the moving image, 
allowing everyone to be an auteur, isn't for everyone. Pere 



A wonderful series 
of accidental 
counterpoints 



Ubu's DavidThomas, for one, is notoriously litigious if 
so much as a grainy mobile phone image of his band 
appears online. 

For Michael Windle, maker with composer Brian Cope of 
'Pilgrim' and co-curator of 'Digital VD,' however, the random 
factor remains paramount. 

"It's like it's being done by someone else," admits Windle. 
" It's always changing and evolving, and it doesn't always 
work. The Genius OfPhotographyXaks about the decisive 
moment. I'm more for the indecisive moment. In the long 
term that's far more interesting." 

'Pilgrim: A Non-Linear Video Journey' is at 
Edinburgh Printmakers Gallery 6 March, 7pm 

www.edinburgh-printmakers.co.uk 
www.negativland.com 
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the f reef orm revenge of 
...Stephen malkmus 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Sam Ashley 



What do you think is the most overused 
adjective about any of your music? 

"Of our music, or any music?" 
Of your music. 

"Cryptic, ironic. . . I guess one of those. " 

This is weird. I'm asking Stephen Malkmus questions 
from a printout derived from our regular 'Revenge 
Of sections. The hotel library has really nice tea 
bags so I stole some when he was having his photo 
taken. Malkmus claims not have lied in many 
interviews, "Nothing where I feel morally culpable 
looking back", but I do not believe him for a second. 

Has music criticism ever helped improve your 
music, even only in spotting a mistake 
or providing a second opinion? 

" It's good to be aware of what people think. In 
the blogosphere now, it's a collective street vibe. But 
I don't know how much it really affects the music: 
we just keep plugging on. I still read it because I like 
to - at least initially, before the record's coming out- 
test the waters, see that people are hearing it. " 

But does it ever make you think you should 
have done something differently? 

" I'm sure it has. It can be something that you 
kind of agree with later anyway. But you should 
be able to make value judgements about individual 
songs on a record and albums on a career or 
something. It doesn't all have to be good. Even your 
favourite artists have some bad things they've done. 
People like Joy Division, they've got some stinkers in 
there, you know, even with the shortened career." 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 



"It's fine, you know. . .you can't pick your fans. " 
Have you ever had any obsessive fans? 
Have they ever done anything really strange? 

"Not too bad. Maybe some Japanese girls 
now and then. I've had some weird things where 
somebody was leading this girl on, through mail, 
saying that they were me. And then someone was 
supposedly impersonating me and hitting on girls. 
This one guy, he was like, 'You were hitting on my 
wife atthisSuperchunk show!' and I'm like, 'I've 
never been to Atlanta except to play a show. It 
wasn't me'. So, someone was impersonating me." 

I wonder how similar they actually were? 

"I don't know. I was starting to think, 'Was it 
me?' Like some David Lynch thing - did I go there 
and I don't even remember? No, I didn't. There's 
no reason to go to Atlanta unless you have to. " 

So if you were editing a music magazine, 
who would you put in it? 

"Jeez, that'd be so hard. I'd do some scene 
reports. I'd try to get the man on the street. I'd 
go to Portland and try to cover some of the more 
obscure noise stuff that's going on there. 

Like Yellow Swans? 

"Yellow Swans, and all their friends. You know, 
Yellow Swans are the pop band of that scene ! 
In their eyes they're sell-outs. To the noise 
community. I'd like to hunt Whiskey David down, 
he's this guy who made one album, a ridiculous 
album. It sounds like a glam-rock version of AC/DC, 
and I'd like to know where he is now. It's recorded in 
Spain, released in Germany and mixed in America." 

When was this? 

"In the Seventies. His album cover is hilarious. 
It's party rock, but... misguided. What else? I'd like 
to know about, maybe, if there's any hope for 
Eastern European music, Russian and Polish and 
Yugoslavian prog, and if there's something that 
you can actually grab onto that's nice to hear. " 

Why that specifically? 

"I just don't know about these bands. I know 
some of the Czech groups, the Plastic People Of 
The Universe and stuff, but I just don't know Russia. 
Sometimes on eBay things pop up, or people are like 



'Amazing Russian music', but is there a sound 
there? 'Cause there's a Scandinavian sound that's 
great, and Spain, and Italy. Greece, Turkey. . .there's 
great music from Turkey throughout the times. 
South Africa had some amazing bands, Freedom's 
Children. . .There's nowhere else to look, really. 
Greenland, there's one band from Greenland that 
I have called Sume. . .they're pretty good. . . " 

What're they like? Are they sort of 
traditional music, or a rock band? 

"No, this album happens to be like lo-fi 
progressive music, not ELP or anything, just kind of 
jammy music. But the album cover's unbelievable. 
The front cover has a picture of a seal on it, and then 
the back cover has got them jamming at a summer 
concert and there's icebergs out - it's, like, the only 
two days that are nice the whole year so they have 
a festival - and there's only 20 people there. . . " 

What's your favourite of your own sleeves? 

"Well, the early ones for Pavement, the kind of 
Slanted, Crooked Rain, said-it-all type ones, were 
nice. I just like things that look sort of handmade 
and carefully dishevelled." 

Several record-collecting anecdotes later. 

I have to ask you what the worst question 
is you've ever been asked. And then what was 
your answer to that question. 

"Well, the one that everyone says is the music- 
or-lyrics-first, right? Is that what everyone asks?" 

No, everybody says that this question I'm 
asking them is the worst question. 

"Oh, really?" 

And they think it's really clever to say that. 

" 'What comes first, the music or lyrics?' - that's 
annoying. Also, 'So can you describe this album?'" 

What do you say to that? 

"I just say, 'Well, you know, that's quite a large 
question, it's not really my job to do that', but then 
I try to do it to be nice, because I just. . .you know, 
once you press play I'll just keep going . . .What was 
the second part of the question?" 

You just answered it, it's OK. 



82 | plan b 



Spring is barely here and global warming is so in effect it feels like summer. What better 
way to celebrate than with an ice cool subscriber offer. Cherry Red's era-defining Pillows 
And Prayers compilation, now expanded to an exceedingly generous three CDs and 
bonus DVD? None, we say! Which is why we're offering them for the first 25 new and 
renewing subscribers this month. 



Pillows And Prayers appeared in December 1982, a 1 7 -track sampler of upcoming 
Malvern label Cherry Red's roster, priced at 99p. Cherry Red were previously known 
for exporting US punk acts Dead Kennedys and The Runaways to the UK; and for 
a smart compilation of UK independent labels Business Unusual, which featured 
Throbbing Gristle and Cabaret Voltaire among the punk dross. After a while, they 
began signing their own acts, notably synth duo Eyeless In Gaza, Marine Girls (from 
Dan Treacy's Whaam! label) and The Monochrome Set. A device was needed to 
promote their increasingly esoteric collection of artists. Hence this album. 

Pillows And Prayers entered the independent charts at Number One, and stayed 
there for nearly a year, selling 120,000 copies. Through sheer weight of numbers 
alone, Pillows And Prayers codified the listening habits of a generation. 

In among the hippies are some real gems, pointers of the way independent music 
could'vegone if only it hadn't fallen for all the wishy-washy guitar. Marine Girls 
contribute 'Lazy Ways', lo-fi in soft focus and vaguely cleaned up, but not enough 
to mask the Brighton girls' sweet harmony; Attila The Stockbroker rants his way 
through the live proto- antifolk poem A Bang And A Wimpey' like John Cooper- 
Clarke without the wit, but still oddly charming; sarcastic Brummie ex-punks 
The Nightingales grate and chide over abrasive guitars, articulate, determined 
and inspirational. 

And for anyone who didn't encounter it via a dance 'remix' several years back, 
upper class girl (and Peel favourite) Jane's a cappella sunny day lament 'It's A Fine 
Day' is still totally haunting, 25 years on: stuck in a weathered frame, doomed to 
forever evoke faded afternoons. - Everett True, Plan B #27 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB31 on the back of your cheque or in 
the Paypal comments box. 
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Subscriptions 

UK- 12 issues for £3 5 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 



Back Issues 

UK-f4.00,EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY f UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card or Paypal 



Next month in Plan B (Out Monday 6 April) 

Benga, Portishead, Italians Do It Better, Glass Candy, 
The Wave Pictures, Wolves In The Throne Room, A 
Silver MtZion, Chipmunk, Zombie Zombie, Instal 
Festival, Times New Viking, and last but by no 
imaginable means least. ..the legendary Team Brick. 
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HOLft ON NOW, 

Youngster. 



the debut album 
from Los Campesinos! 
in stores nouj 



CD, delude etched gatefold uinyl 
and digital download. 

Includes Vou!Me!Dancing! and 
Death To Los Campesinos! 



LULiJiu.loscampesinos.com 
ujujuj.ujichita-recordings.com WuMa 





PETER MOREN THE LAST TYCOON CD ALBUM - COMING SOON 

SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO CLOCK EP 12" / DOWNLOAD - OUT NOW 

LES SAVY FAV INCHES CD - 10TH MARCH 

PURCHASE SELECTED WICHITA ALBUMS AT THE FOLLOWING INDIE STORES 
AND GET A FREE 14 TRACK WICHITA COMPILATION* 

Action - Preston, Avalanche - Edingburgh & Glasgow, Banquet - Kingston, Chalkys - Oxon, Crash - Leeds, Jumbo - Leeds, 

Monorail - Glasgow, One Up - Aberdeen, Piccadilly - Manchester, Probe - Liverpool, Phonica - London, Pure Groove - London, 

Resident - Brighton, Reveal - Derby, Rough Trade - Notting Hill & Brick Lane East London, Rounder - Brighton, 

Selectadisc - Nottingham, Sister Ray - London, and online at Recordstore.co.uk 

* subject to availabilty / whilst stocks last 






WuMta 



www. wichita-recordings . com 




